


J stant in the name of CHlah 


Co, 
Abajie (Dad) 
With Love 


Autobtoqraphy of 


Mohammed Qamar-Ul-Zaman 
(aka Tayakenya Havrambe) 
Dip. PSL. 


(Cotour) 


To, Abajie with Love 1 





an, col, Ly I 


(Denton West End Primary Schoot— 1941) 


To, Abajie with Love 2 


T inseribe this adventure to 
Lillie, 
Mohammed, 

& 

i. 





Z LOVE YoU, DAD. 


(Pages 222) 


To, Abajie with Love 3 


Contents 
Title 
Volume One 


Introduction to these essays 
1. Chapter 1 


Lillie 





(i) Events between 1978 — 1991 
(ii) Lillie sets up a task for me 
(iii) Dr. Reynolds letter 
(iv) D-Day — 10% May, 1991 
(v) Lillie and | — Final moments 
(vi) Trusted wife playing double game 
(vii) Letter from Lillie’s school friend 
(iix) My bail sheet 
(ix) Poignant moment 
(x) Halt to school visits 
2. Chapter 2 
Mohammed 


A 


(i) Events after asth July, 1980 





To, Abajie with Love 


12 
14 


72 


3. Chapter 3 
Az’ya 





(i) Events between 1983 — 1991 

(ii) A short family history 

(iii) Naniji (maternal grandmother) 
(iv) Till death do us part 

(v) Excerpts from SMS and emails 
(vi) Surgery for Az’ya &Fist full of hair 


4. Chapter 4 
Kenya 
(i) Events from early 1800s 
(ii) Dadaji and Dadi 
(iii) Nanaji (maternal grandfather) 
(iv) Falling out of moving car & family 
(v) Magical numbers and medals 


5. Chapter 5 
Sharing memories 
(i) Burials 
(ii) Citizenships 
(iii) Memorable moments in Kenya 
(iv) Servants and Ayahs 
(v) Miracle births 
(vi) Mission accomplished 
(vii) Great escape 
(viii) Radio and acting experience 
(ix) VIPs: 


To, Abajie with Love 


83 
83 


87 
87 
89 
104 
111 
119 


123 
123 
127 
135 
144 
148 
152 


160 
161 
162 
164 
164 
167 
171 
179 
183 


187 
190 


(a 
(b 
(c) 
(d) 


Abajie and Umiji 
Naftali Temu 


) 
) 


Conclusion: Volume One 


Memorable photos and diary entries 


Anwar Ahmed Khan 

Maj General J ML Ndolo 
(e) Chacha Taj & Khala Bashira 

(x) Major surgeries and injuries 


190 
199 
202 
204 
209 
210 
219 
222 


Appendix — family tree & website addresses 236 


My Court of Arms 


My lost home — 7 Windsor Road, Denton 


Volume Two 
Introduction to Volume Two 
1. Chapter 1 
Wildlife of Kenya 
(i) Apology 
(ii) The City Park, Nairobi 
(iii) Hunting 
2. Chapter 2 
Integration into U.K. life 


Notes 

Maps 

The World map 
Map of Kenya 


To, Abajie with Love 


241 
242 


244 
246 
248 
248 
250 
254 
256 
264 
265 


348 


53 
124,163 


Disclaimer 

The entire contents of this book are my memoirs and experiences, 
and any comments on any issue are my personal views. 

They are written without prejudice or disrespect to any religion, 
caste or creed, young or old, and with no disrespect to anyone living 
or dead. 

All photographs in this book are from my own collection and 
copyright protected. No material is to be reproduced without 

prior permission of the author. 


Started: February 2015 

Finished: February 2018 

Printed: February 2019 

Edited & designed by: TayaKenia Harambe 


2"™4 edition December 2019 
Copyright 2019 


To, Abajie with Love 7 


Volume @ne 


Lillie as always immaculately dressed and well presented. 
Here she is inviting the birds to join her to play in the 
garden. Midland Road.North Reddish. 





MN Next os 


Az’ya, too, is making friends with nature. Windsor Road. 
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Introduction to this book 


Initially, Lillie’s image on the twitter page inspired 
me to write just about Lillie. Then | was 
encouraged by close associate to write something 
about Mohammed and Az’ya too. The essay 
further developed into a tiny window of personal 
experiences spanning the last seventy years of my 
life. | am eternally grateful for that suggestion as it 
now gives my essay a near enough complete 
picture in just one go. A task like this is probably a 
one-off project. | managed to do it at 70 years of 
age and at this rate the next one will be when | 


reach my 14oth birthday!!! 


Although the chapter on Lillie has more lines and 
pages, | would stress that this compilation of 
essays should be read in such a way that any 
material if not personally connected with one 
particular individual should be construed as 
applying to the whole family. Throughout the 
writing of these essays, it wasn’t just Lillie on my 
mind but Mohammed and Az’ya were also there 
in the forefront of my mind. This now gives the 
three children and our generations to come the 
development of our roots from as far back as 
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early 1800s, which kick starts our family tree. My 
Nanaji has written a short autobiography 
highlighting his trials and turbulences of his life. It 
is a fascinating insight into the journey he was 
destined to undertake from his birth in the 
rugged, romantic, colourful plains and valleys with 
an equally variable array of people practicing 
varying colourful ancient civilised cultures and 
beliefs in their own unique way of British India to 
the open and wild grassy plains of British East 
Africa with its equally unique array of human and 
animal populous. | am hoping these essays will 
answer a lot of intriguing questions surrounding 
my family’s history and hope that in the days to 
come and many other generations of the future 
whom | shall never see or know may continue 
adding to these essays and keep alive the family 
history. 
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The children of a ‘Happy Family’. Well behaved, 
intelligent, helpful, co-operative, playful and pleasantly 
mischievous. 
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Chapter 1 


One of my favourite photos (1980): a real life doll — 
born into my household - who was to inspire the writing 
of this book. 






5* February, 2015: My first look of Lillie after twenty five years gap. The 
image which fuelled this literary journey into the family’s past. 


Lillie, now a wife and a mother. (Page 16) 
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Lillie’ 
ESS 


Kamar -un-Nisa 


ey eos 


Epitome of elegance 





Fairfield High School (Caption: In Lillie’s own handwriting: 
“To, Abajie with love, From Lillie Baj 5" 
December 1990 x”’ (Page 40) 
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Cau me Angel, 
Call me Flower, 
Call me Cuddly kitten, 
But, 
Who-s Lillie? 
A Flower of Paradise! 
May be! 


EARLIER today, sth February 2015 (my birthday), 
in Spain, when browsing the web by quirk of fate | 
came across an image which at first | did not 
recognize (Page 12). But the eyes belonging to the 
girl on the web page stopped a beat of my heart. | 
paused, and a further more intense look brought 
reality into perspective. Strange as it may 
seem....(ChOKE).......cccceceeees father not 
recognizing his own beloved daughter, his own 
flesh and blood! How could this be possible when 
living in a tiny civilized country like United 
Kingdom? 


WE start with stepping back in time to the year 
1978. 

ON Sunday, 26th November, 1978 (Sunday 25th 
Thw al-Hijjah, 1398 A.H. {Note 1, Page 277}), in 


Louise 1° Ward, Dartford General Hospital, The 
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West Hill Hospital, Dartford, Kent, United 
Kingdom, at 11.20 p.m., weighing at 7 lb 4 oz, and 
in the presence of Midwife Mrs Dodswell, student 
midwife Mrs lsowa and | an angel was born into 
my household. This angel kept me awake all night. 
It was difficult to look away but to keep gazing at 
her and to absorb this delightful amazing 
moment, and to thank Allah for this special 
experience in my life; for this was my own tiny 
adorable daughter who was now experiencing the 
touch and feel of the humans and breathing the 
fresh air outside of the birth home. All of this was 
her first contact with the outside world. 


THIS tiny living organism was destined to play a 
major role not only in my life but a host of other 
peoples’ lives. There were ‘wows’ from the 
midwife and nurses tending this fresh new miracle 
of nature. The adoration continued where ever 
she made her presence. She was born with Turco- 
Mangolian features (mixture of Middle Eastern 
and Oriental) with light swarthy complexion and 
there was a unique scent. (Take emotional pause.) 


THIS tiny bundle was wrapped up in the fragrance 
of a flower of paradise. Inevitably this cool breeze 
of a doll had to be none other than that lotus 
flower aptly named lily, but in human flesh. This 
was the start of ‘Lillie’. This pet name, ‘Lillie’, was 
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this father’s first gift to his daughter. Unknowingly 
this pet name was to play a similarly unique role 
in the future, which is today — bringing us 
together, if not in person at least in spirit. 
Ironically, this was fate plus human misfortune 
working at its most merciless. 


FOR thirteen years Lillie invigorated my life. Then, 
on 10th May, 1991, by delivery of a cruel blow by 
one of my own kind, within an instant, her 


presence was snuffed out of my life. 
Start of Lillie — few minutes old (1978), Dartford. 





Events between 1978 till 1991 

BETWEEN the years 1978 and 1991 | nurtured her 
like a lily. Even her real name would show the 
instant bond between this father and his beloved 
daughter - Qamar and Kamar — same names. 
During this early period of her growing up we 
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became a model father and daughter. The 
headmasters of her schools, our relatives, family 
friends and neighbours applauded and stand 
witness to my parenthood. My duty as a loving 
father to my Lillie and her two siblings was a most 
loving challenge. All three were the nectar 
(strength) of my life. | was totally immersed in 
their upbringing. | immensely enjoyed this godly 
relationship. Sadly, the relationship lasted a very 
short period; just thirteen years with Lillie and 
lesser periods with her siblings, Mohammed and 
Az’ya. 


RIGHT from the outset | tried to make Lillie realize 
that life is full of trials and turbulences. Never to 
be scared of it and life is to be enjoyed as well. | 
tried to make her understand and feel every 
aspect of being a well behaved child and to be 
kind to others. | wanted her to grow up with self- 
pride, dignity and confidence. And finally grow up 
to be an honest, elegant and classy Muslim lady. 


| HELPED her with her first steps to walk. Along 
with reading English, Urdu, Arabic and Swahili, 
and writing, | also encouraged her to memorize 
the arithmetic tables. | introduced her to sports; 
encouraged and coached her to run races, play 
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tennis, table tennis, chess, learn the recorder for 
music appreciation and the deaf and dumb sign 
alphabet. This was to make her realise every little 
thing has its importance in life. | wanted her to 
appreciate the day to day running of a home. | just 
literally wanted the world to be her oyster full of 
pearls and diamonds. 


Appreciate house work 





WE performed our namaaz (prayers) together 
every evening. Our dua was “Allah, please make 
everything all right”, finishing with “Ameen”. 


EVERY night, after school homework, | would put 
her, Mohammed and Az’ya to bed then finally 
seal off the day with a kiss and a few gentle pats 
on everyone’s cheeks and the Islamic salutation 
“Assalam-o-alaikum (Peace and Allah’s protection 
be with you)”. If for some reason | missed this 
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magical touch of this pat she would remind me of 
it. This magical touch worked wonders for all of 


! was hoping Lillie would be Sania Mirza of 1980s.On the tennis court 
she had the grace of a gazelle; like a butterfly she adorned the world 
and was delight to the eye. 





us. It would put us all in a calm trance like state 
inducing a deep sleep. The children wandered off 
into a deep sleep; much needed rest after a fairly 
busy day. In the morning when | woke them up 
they would all be fresh, relaxed and ready for 
another day’s work out. The previous night’s 
magical ‘pat on the cheek’ seemed to play its 
potent contribution with success. The list of daily 
life sustaining rituals in a normal house was 
endless. These are part and parcel of the rituals 


To, Abajie with Love 21 


you perform with your children at that 
impressionable age with love and understanding, 
not with severity and repression. 


Lillie hoisting winner’s cup at school sports day June 1990. 
Mrs Roberts (Headmistress) in red. 








| KNOW she also loved her food. | introduced her 
to finesse of gastronomy. She enjoyed having 
caviar and she loved her jacket potato with 
coleslaw. She would shop with me for ‘Pots Party’ 
(slang we used for potato party), a real coal fire 
picnic in Laburnum Road house in the company of 
her younger brother and sister. The potatoes 
covered in silver foil were roasted in that open 
fire place, just like | had done in Kenya but 
without foil in a cindering coal ‘jiko’ (Swahili for 
small live coal fired oven standing on short legs). 
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First lesson in preparing chapatti (roti) 





ON one occasion when | went to Smithfield’s 
Market to buy a whole salmon she wanted to 
accompany me even though | had to leave home 
by 4.30 a.m. She was up and ready joyfully and we 
left. She thoroughly enjoyed the trip. She even 
helped me select a whole salmon. | remember she 
said she would like to go again. 


SHE will recall her visits to Hough End Police Club, 
Debdale Park, Denton swimming pool, etc. She 
made me extremely proud when in her first 
school and her first term in a Reddish school she 
won a trophy cup for best achievement in her 
class. | took her for country walks to be near 
nature; farm visits to see and touch horses, goats, 
sheep; local frog pond to see tadpoles spawning; 
walking to the library. Almost on all occasions all 
three children were in the habit of holding hands 
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or would link arms with me when walking. We 
would always be talking and planning amongst 
other things about school and our next outing. 


Every weekend and during school holidays, first 
My Abajie, my protective shield (Debdale Park) 





thing in the morning our common statement 
would be “what’s the prog. today?” Then as 
suggestions came from her, Mohammed, Az’ya 
and me, she would jot down a list of prospective 
events. 


TREKKING in the marshes of Derbyshire moors 
(Snake Pass) near Glossop, and to climb 
Snowdonia in Wales; as long as it did not rain we 
would be out; at every opportunity an outing to 
breath in fresh healthy air in her lungs; visits to 
Belgium, France, Germany, Holland, Pakistan and 
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Kenya and finally to the Lake District - our final 
outing together in the company of my dear friend 
Harjit and his family. Harjit and | have been 
friends since childhood days. He is from the Sikh 
community. We have never felt any difference 
within our relationship (Photo Page 102). Harjit 
graduated as a_ Bio-Chemist from _ Cardiff 
University. He worked with Scotland Yard as 
Scene of Crime Officer until the day he retired. He 
then moved with his family to live in California. 


MY life on this earth was as near paradise as 
possible. | wanted her to learn to drive. Her first 
experience in driver’s seat and hands on the 
wheel of a car were in early 1991 in the blue 
Citroen 2CV6, registration number A720 JJA, in 
Denton’s Sainsbury car park (Page 232) 


| HAD high hopes for her. If parents have dreams 
for their children, Lillie was going to fulfil my 
dreams. The ultimate dream was to graduate with 
university education and as is with girls, no matter 
how much you love them, get married and set up 
her home. Contrary to her mother, who was of 
the view that education is not important and 
pushing is harsh, | was totally prepared to give 
that vital push, within limitations, and support - 
which is necessary from parents — to see her 
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succeed in life. The revered Prophet Mohammed 
said: 

“Education has great value for all human beings. 
It is education which enables its possessors to 
distinguish what is forbidden and what is not. 
Really it is our own friend in the desert, our society 
in solitude, our companion when bereft of friends, 
it guides us to happiness, and it sustains us in 
misery.” 


Trekking in Snake Pass 





Lillie sets up a task for me — her wish fulfilled 





AFTER Lillie completed her primary schooling it 
was her wish to complete her secondary 
education at an all girls’ school. It became my 
primary task to secure her admission in a good 
school. | spoke with her head teacher, Mrs 
Roberts, at Denton West End Primary School; then 
| made enquiries with The Education Department 
to obtain a list of secondary girls’ schools in 
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Manchester. | decided on Fairfield High School for 
Girls in Droylsden, a single sex school as the best 
choice. Fairfield High School is situated next to a 
historical Moravian settlement. Lillie’s younger 
sister, Az’ya, joined her later on. Her younger 
brother, Mohammed, went to Audenshaw High 
School to complete his secondary education. 
Whilst | was busy securing these places for the 
children, their mother, against my perpetual 
wishes, was in total ‘religious’ devotion of a cult in 
Stoke-on-Trent. She just wasn’t bothered. 


IN such a short spate of time Lillie left me with so 
many unforgettable happy memories. When | see 
other fathers and daughters in a similar scenario | 
feel happy for them but on every occasion 
without fail my eyes fill up, | choke on a lump in 
my throat and a part of me dies. Whenever | am 
asked if | have children, my mind momentarily 
freezes as | struggle for the answer. In reality it is 
a straight forward question, referring to offspring 
living with me and those | would have nurtured 
and moulded over the years. My initial reaction is 
to say “no” but that would be denying the 
existence of my three precious biological children. 
After a short pause, not wanting any further 


enquiries and to suffer further indignation of 
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humility on the state of my relationship with my 
own children, my answer is “Yes, | do. | see all the 
children of this world as my children.” 


TODAY, with this amazing miracle of modern 
technology when browsing the World Wide Web 
on unrelated matter this pet name brought up 
this image that | had been craving to see for 
nearly quarter of a century. Hence, flutter of my 
heart and tears in my eyes. Needless to say it was 
not the contact | had wished for (Note 2, Page 
277). 


ALMOST quarter of a century, nearly twenty-five 
years, and still no contact, why? | am lost for the 
true answer! | think it is probably my fault 
because | never taught her what pain was. 
Perhaps the automatic guarantee of that so called 
‘bond’ between father and daughter relationship 
was misleading. Happy memories aside, all she 
has left me with is pain in my inner self. There is 
no cure and never will there be cure for this 
embedded pain. | was in disarray at the time 
when | lost my home and my family. Nightmares 
of the day | lost everything are stuck with me like 
an attachment of one’s body parts — always there. 
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In 1991 | also lost contact with many close people, 


who like my children have never left my thoughts. 


Lillie’s first shot at me & Mohammed, with camera (1986) 
% 


r 
\ 





IN 1991 the separation of the children from me 
was forced upon us. A document with fabricated 
accusation, in a sentence of sixteen very simple 
English words written, in a hurry it appears, by Dr 
Reynolds, female doctor, was pivotal in 
destroying a family unit. Below (Page 30) copy of 
Dr Reynolds’ letter to the Judicial Law Courts was 


to secure my eviction from my home on 10" 
May, 1991. 


WHEN | vigorously protested at the surgery to the 
provision of a fake document, | was informed by 
our family GP that he was aware of the scenario 
and initially all the male doctors had refused to 
give Shahnaz a certificate of "violence". He added 
that she was advised to seek family counselling 
(both of us together) which she vehemently 
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refused to do. This should have rung warning bells 
within the establishment, especially those who 
were involved in our case. Key question: “Was 
police ever called by Shahnaz to the house to 
report domestic violence”, in my _ presence? 
“Never”. | was further advised by our GP to write 


Image of the letter Shahnaz produced in Court to evict me from home 








Park View Group Practice 
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It reads“Dear madam, | think this lady should 
take out an injunction against her husband as he 
is violent. Yours sincerely, Dr Reynolds”. 


to Dr. Reynolds requesting a retraction of her 
statement. To my surprise, she confirmed in a 
letter to me that her decision was based on the 
numerous times Shahnaz had visited to report 
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violence, which was documented in Shahnaz's 
records. These visits to the doctor behind our 
backs were totally unknown to the family. She 
was doing the same with my relatives and friends, 
painting a picture of abuse and violence by me on 
her and the children and to my surprise she 
persuaded them to be quite with this allegation. 


IN retrospect, Shahnaz was methodically building 
the profile of an abused wife, always making sure 
that she saw Dr. Reynolds, a female Doctor who 
was susceptible to validating her claims. This was 
clearly an important component of a grand 
scheme which will later emerge within these 
pages. Most significant was the systematic 
brainwashing of the children to distance them 
from me. My question is: based only upon the 
evidence of accusation, how could a doctor make 
such fatal error concerning the dismantling of a 
family? This was incompetence of the highest 
order! 


ON the strength of the above mentioned 
document and other outrageous claims (more in 
volume two) the court ordered that | should have 
no contact with my children and Shahnaz should 
have complete custody. To my utter amazement, 
from then on she pursued numerous fabricated 
court actions against me. In her weasel like 
cunningness she was successful in pulling wool 
over the eyes of the Law Courts. She was 
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successful in excluding me from not even 
receiving a small niche of my home, not even a 
paper pin. In court affidavits she claimed that her 
deceased mother and her siblings financed the 
purchase of the property that we lived in — 7, 
Windsor Road, Denton, and, also our previously 
owned properties. Shahnaz also claimed that it 
was her own family who regularly gave her money 
for daily housekeeping. In fact, for example, when 
| was in Saudi Arabia | regularly remitted money 
to Shahnaz for the family’s sustenance. 


IN 1991 | had just turned 45 years of age. In a 
blink of an eye | lost everything. Shahnaz had 
done her home work in such cunning and 
meticulous detail, that all my legal efforts to have 
contact with my children was also refused. The 
judge even refused me share of my property and 
signed over the deeds to make Shahnaz the sole 
owner of my property. Shahnaz unashamedly lied 
and lied and lied at every juncture. The process of 
passing the buck was under way. ‘In the best 
interests of the children’, The Courts first passed 
it on to the Welfare Offers; the Welfare Officers 
passed it on to the children — 13, 11 and 6 years 
old respectively. The children being the innocent 
party had no idea what was happening in this 
intriguing atmosphere. Grownups can be baffled 
too in such incoherent circumstances. The 
children who were never in the past exposed to 
such intriguing circumstances told the Welfare 
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officers what they were told to say. Many years 
later this was confirmed by one of my children. 
Shahnaz made sure the children lied to the Court 
Welfare Officers, who interviewed them to find 
how they felt about making contact with me. 
Unbelievably, the children who by that time had 
not seen me for nearly six months and were more 
exposed to an unscrupulous gang of Stoke-on- 
Trent, told the Court Welfare Officers that they 
had no wish to meet me. They further told the 
Officers that | was very strict with them, that | 
never bought toys, sweets or chocolate for them. 
Furthermore they also told the Officers that | beat 
them regularly. Verily, the Courts and Shahnaz 
handed down a life sentence to the children with 
a condition. Their crime: to be my offspring; the 
condition: lose childhood innocence. We have 
heard of miscarriages of justice, invariably this 
was one of them. Travesty of justice endured by 
my three innocent children. 


THIS sentence was like banishment to ‘Kala Pani’. 
This is sub-continent jargon which metaphorically 
means “extreme hell” and there it is considered 
taboo. It became prominent during the British Raj 
in India. In a nutshell, during the raj, to set an 
example, the Courts would banish the culprit to 
remote islands in the Indian Ocean. The islands 
being so remote and isolated from mainland that 
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escape and long term survival of the damned was 
almost impossible. These islands lacked even the 
basic survival necessities. People would succumb 
to disease, malnutrition and isolation from 
families, friends and communities. | felt | was at 
the receiving end of this punishment. | had to 
face the reality of the new situation | was put in. | 
had to be strong. | learned to cope without my 
children. Life had to go on. 


IT is enormously painful for me to write in 
negative manner about the woman who was to 
bear my children, but, | am sorry to say, Shahnaz 
has left me with no other choice. Pause for a 
moment: hypothetically, if Shahnaz was right; | 
would have to be completely out of mind to cause 
such devastatingly heavy misery and pain to lose 
such beautiful children like Lillie, Mohammed and 
Az’ya, when | was in the prime of my life. After my 
eviction, material and circumstantial evidence 
came into my_ possession of Shahnaz’s 
involvement with a gang of fraudsters in Stoke- 
on-Trent. 


FOR the optimistic this scenario has disproved one 
misconception. Curtsey of my children it has now 
been proven without shadow of doubt that ‘blood 
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is not thicker than water’; blood is merely fluid 
that runs through our veins to keep us alive and to 
endure love or pain, intense pain in my case. 


WHEN Lillie’s image appeared on the internet, it 
was the last thing | had expected. As | had not 
seen her grow up my first reaction; no it can’t be? 
This image isn’t of my Lillie? It was the right name 
but not the same face? But my heart skipped a 
beat. That was because of a father’s true undying 
love for his daughter. What an amazingly divine 
coincident. What my eyes did not see my heart 
did. Truly if ever there is, this was that emotional 
connection. 


D-Day - 10° May 1991 

TIME just stopped for me on that fateful day (10th 
May, 1991) at 5.30 p.m. What was about to 
happen | would never have dreamed in my wildest 
dreams and it happened without any warning like 
an unexpected earthquake. | was __ totally 
unprepared and so were the children. 


ON that day after spending nine hours at work, | 
returned home to find that my keys would not fit 
in two different Yale locks — front door and garage 
door. Shahnaz, my dearest wife, had also been at 
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‘work’. She had been busy going to court to get 
the injunction and busy having door locks changed 
and putting outside in the driveway, four or five 
thin plastic black bin bags which upon 
approaching the house resembled discarded 
household items from spring-cleaning awaiting 
disposal. But the bags were filled with all my 
personal belongings - mainly cloths. | cannot 
remember the exact number of bags as at that 
moment clothes were not my priority. Even at my 
daily 10.30 a.m. coffee break phone call home to 
Shahnaz gave no indication of what she had in 
store for me. The cool and calm manner in which 
she spoke gave me no inclination of the surprise 
waiting for me. She calmly assured me children 
would be ready to accompany me to the Police 
club that evening, which we used to go to twice a 
week. But during all that time she knew that | was 
not going to sleep in my bed that night, and, that 
my name was just waiting to be added into the 
register of homeless people. At 5.29 p.m. | was 
the proud owner of a house and | had a family 
with children, sixty seconds later at 5.30 p.m., ina 
blink of an eye, life was to take me back full circle 
to square one. | had no home and no family. 

IT was getting dark as | waited outside the house. 
The thought that Shahnaz must be going through 
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a negative phase because of my _ intense 
opposition to her connection with the Pakistani 
fraudsters of Stoke-on-Trent crossed my mind. | 
spent most of the night outside the front door 
pleading with her to let me in and discuss about 
her grievances so that we could resolve any 
personal issues she has. She would not budge 
from her stance. She was shouting for me to go 
away and “forget you ever knew us”. | was hungry 
and thirsty, she did not even respond to my 
request for a glass of water. There was a lot of 
activity going on in the house, mainly on the 
telephone. How immature can one get? It is really 
beyond one’s imagination. Matters like these in a 
homestead have to be resolved amicably for the 
sake of the children. 


| MANAGED to get to office next day where a 
Court clerk served me with the court injunction 
forbidding me to enter or go near my house, and a 
date to appear at the law courts for further 
hearing. | was warned if | broke the injunction | 
would be arrested and locked up. Shahnaz also 
kept the children away from school on that day 
and a further few days afterwards, so | would not 
be able to meet them if | went to their schools. 
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She stopped them from going to the mudrasa for 
Koran studies. Children were forbidden from 
answering the telephone. Whenever | rang she 
would pick up the phone and hang up abruptly 
then inform the police, who came knocking on my 
door to warn me or else | would be arrested and 
locked up in a cell. 


WHILST waiting for Court appearances | started 
preparing my response to the Court cases. | had to 
resort to open surveillance of my house. | 
observed that most evenings Shahnaz would pick 
up the children from school and drive off to Stoke- 
on-Trent. It was always after midnight when she 
would return home. She was aware | was doing 
this but she had become fearless, as if she was 
untouchable. How children kept up with school 
work | do not know, but it always worried me. 
Often when she did not go to Stoke-on-Trent, one 
particular male member from the Stoke gang 
would visit the house. He would always be 
accompanying Shahnaz to all the court hearings as 
well. | also saw my children being taken for drives 
in his car. | regret this surveillance but it was 
necessary. It was done on the advice of my 
solicitor. He also advised me to obtain the 
telephone statement for that quarter, which had 
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excessive, | repeat overtly numerous calls made 
by Shahnaz to Stoke-on-Trent ‘holy’ culprits. 


SINCE then for almost twenty five years, | have 
been carrying Lillie’s image when she had just 
turned thirteen years of age. When she appears in 
my dreams | still see that teenager’s face. It is the 
mind playing tricks, because your mind carries the 
imprint of the last sightings. Whilst the other 
facial features had changed it were the eyes that 
gave her away in that internet image, same eyes. 


Lillie and | - final moments together 
THE unforgettable memory of last moments with 


Lillie that | have: when on this particular fateful 
day, in the morning after Lillie and | had breakfast 
together, which was prepared either by her or 
me, | had left home to catch the bus for work, and 
halfway to the bus stop | heard a familiar sound. 
Lillie was running after me to hand me my 
strawberry jam sandwiches which | had forgotten 
on the kitchen worktop. A proud father | was 
indeed, to have a dutiful daughter who always up 
till that moment said she loved me and will always 
care for me —proof: a school photo she gave me a 
few months before separation. The caption, as 
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written by Lillie herself gave rise to the title of this 
book, ‘To, Abajie with love’. (Page 14) 


| HAD just reached middle of Stanley Park, which 

is just by the side of the house, when behind me | 
heard her call out for me.... “Abajie”’....handed me 
the sandwiches, then.........that voice...... that 

sound, which is music to father’s ears, fell silent 
and gone (when writing or reading this particular 
line | am unable to hold back tears). Lillie’s 
presence in my company was extinguished 
forever. If | had known about what was going to 
happen | would have recorded Lillie’s voice for 
posterity. The sound of her voice is etched in my 
brain like a record track in replay mode, where a 
strange sense of pleasure mixed with sadness 
replaces the irritant factor of replay. | hear it all 
the time. It is simply impossible to articulate 
verbally or in writing, the devastation the 
separation brought to my life. My world had fallen 
apart. When the doors of my home were 
slammed shut in my face, at that moment | could 
truly relate to the feelings of utter emptiness and 
hopelessness felt by survivors of the RMS Titanic, 
the “practically unsinkable” ship as professed by 
its owners, watching the ship going down. 
Lawrence Beesley, a survivor wrote in his account 
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of the disaster, “/ realise how totally inadequate 
language is to convey to some other person who 
was not there any real impression of what we 
saw”. This paper, if it had feelings, may even shed 
a few tears over my fate which | did not deserve in 
spite of the imperfect human being that | am. 


LILLIE that | know was always respectful, 
thoughtful, truthful and truly disciplined. Just her 
appearance was like a breeze of fresh air - warm 
and sweet - which could be felt from miles away. 
One aspect that touched me most, apart from her 
being cute, that even at this age she showed 
potential of being immensely loving, caring and 
considerate towards everybody, old or young. 
Lillie radiated the ultimate epitome of innocence 
and elegance. She was growing up tall, lean and 
serene (Page 224). 


IF love and peace are the eternal wishes, | pray 
everyone have a daughter like Lillie. Alas, with a 
heavy heart | have to add, not THAT Lillie who 
does not stand by her father in the face of 
calamity or adversity. | do not wish Lillie any ill 
will; what is so painful, is to live with knowledge 
that eventually Lillie under the influence of her 
mother colluded with undesirable outsiders to 
keep me evicted from my nest of paradise and not 
bothering to make contact with me. 
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| WAS of the firm belief that Lillie like any normal 
daughter, she would be working on a plan and be 
the first of my children to make contact with me 
and take me home. That she will not abandon a 
father who had doted on her since birth. | waited 
day after day, hour after hour, minute after 
minute, second after second for Lillie’s approach. 
In my sub-conscience | saw her everywhere — 
around the corner on the road; inside every 
familiar car; in the bus; at motorway service 
station, so on and so forth. | was proved utterly 
and miserably wrong. She abandoned me and that 
too on the whim of a mother who had an open 
uninhibited liaison with a gang of fraudsters from 
Stoke-on-Trent. My inners were gutted to learn 
that the gang member who had started to come 
into my house after my eviction and was jailed in 
early 2016, turn up at home on the day of Lillie’s 
wedding to give his blessing (see photo Page 281). 
| would still like to believe that Lillie must have 
been thinking of me on that auspicious day of her 
wedding. How could she not? My name was 
mentioned during the nikah ceremony. 


THESE outsiders turned out to be more influential. 
Their main aim is to amass wealth and money by 
hook or crook. They are conscienceless, selfish 
and remorseless. Shahnaz _ colluded with 
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undesirable people with dicey background who 
claimed to be pious, holy and possessing divine 
powers — in other words a family of conmen and 
Shataan (see my book, ‘Epic Family Betrayal’). In 
her deceitful plan, Shahnaz also enlisted our ex- 
policeman neighbour; a man with suspect scruples 
or morals. Shahnaz could not see the con and Lillie 
was too young to understand. If ever there was a 
true interpretation of Elvis Presley’s song “Devil In 
Disguise’, it rightly befits Shahnaz. 


| WAS forever denied the happiness of seeing my 
Lillie and her siblings growing up. Lillie and her 
siblings were vulnerable to anything. Shahnaz was 
in the iron clutches of the fraudsters. With me out 
of the way, brainwashing started immediately. 


SADLY, as far as | can see, Lillie and her siblings 
are deeply immersed in this gang. They have been 
totally brainwashed and are probably the only 
children in this world who would give their lives 
for their own family’s enemies. | often wonder; is 
it possible that my children assisted their mother 
to execute her ‘final solution’, Adolf Hitler’s Nazi 
type plan, to evict me from our home? It was 
executed with such secrecy and military style 
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precision that | never got a whiff of what was 
happening within the four walls of my own home? 


Trusted wife playing a double game 

SHAHNAZ’s behaviour as far as | could see was 
quite normal. But she turned out possessing true 
Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde personalities. In hindsight it 
was indeed not the ideal house hold set up. It just 
happened to be unique in mine and Lillie’s life. | 
was being misled by my wife up until the end. | 
can now recall tell-tale signs of something going 
wrong but | was not prepared to accept, e.g. | 
noticed the washers of screws on the car’s 
dashboard suddenly changed to upside down. This 
was because of tampering with the milometer. 
When | was at work and the children were at 
school Shahnaz was dashing off from Denton to 
Stoke-on-Trent, only 30 miles (48.21 km) away 
with convenient motorway excess link not too far 
from home to see her accomplices and return 
before we all came home. There were few other 
events for concern. | thought this was my 
imagination. Shahnaz led me to believe that under 
no circumstances she would ever take steps by 
which the home and children will become 
fatherless. 
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| WORKED hard and loyally for my family and to 
provide all possible comforts of life; from a home 
in middle class suburb of Manchester and also 
owned a car. Within our humble means we were 
happy. So | was led to believe. If Shahnaz wanted 
to break up our marriage then it could have been 
achieved by civilised means. | had no intentions of 
causing Shahnaz any discomfort or harm. 
Arrangements for us to part amicably could have 
been made without incurring much hardships or 
disruptions to children’s lives. What Shahnaz did 
was pure animalistic behaviour and raw greed. 
After all we had known each other for best part of 
twenty years and had been married for nearly 
eighteen of them. | entrusted our lives completely 
and blindly in her hands. Her ultimate action of 
evicting me from our home and turning our 
children against me constitutes that of the lowest 
of the low in civilised society. The cruellest blow in 
an already very sorry, damning and unnecessary 
saga is when allegations of indecent assault 
towards his daughter are thrown at a father. It 
makes me shudder. Any father who assaults or 
even has assaulting tendencies towards his 
children or to that matter any child, forfeits the 
right to exist. | was subjected to this and | wish | 
had fallen dead than to be party to this abhorrent 
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accusation. Only Lillie can answer why she 
complained to the police with this totally false 
accusation? After the necessary investigations the 
police decided not to follow the accusation, they 
concluded that Lillie was coached and so the file 
was closed. There was a witness present at the 
time of the alleged incident who was Lillie’s 
school colleague. With the help of this young 
witness’s parents, | obtained a letter from their 
daughter about the incident. (Below) 


THE note reads: ‘My name is Debbie Holland and 
lam 13 years old. | live with my parents at 45 
Edward road Denton. On the morning that Kamar- 
un-nisa’s father came to the bus stop, | was 
standing near to Kamar, and as far as | could see, 
in the short time that her father was talking to 
her, nothing unpleasant happened and he did not 


touch her. Kamar said that she was not going to 
Copy of letter from Lillie’s friend 
vil m ft 


fone 
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school in the car with him, and then she walked 
towards the bus with me and the other girls and 
got on the bus. Signed: Debbie Holland. (Out of 
respect and confidentiality, name and address has 
been changed). 


AFTER listening to the predicament in which | was, 
they agreed to help me without any hesitation. | 
did not have to plead for their help; after all they 
had known me and my demeanor since the early 
days when their daughter and Lillie first started 
school together and | was there taking a keen 
interest in every child that Lillie made friends 
with. Other parents knew about my commitment 
to every child’s development. 


LIFE but is short on this earth. What is the point of 
harbouring grudges? It is inhuman. Children 
should never take sides in their parent’s disputes. 
| forgive my Lillie from the bottom of my heart. To 
Lillie | say, “You have a family, you have children 
of your own now. My feelings for you are same as 
how you feel for your own children. May one day, 
if common sense prevails, you will allow your 
children to meet their grandfather. Otherwise you 
are repeating your mother’s actions. You are 
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denying your children a grandfather’s love and 
causing damage to their young minds. 


YOU can tell them, that their Nanaji is not a 
violent monster and does not bite. He is a human 
being.” 


TIME and tide waits for no man. Years have made 
me an elderly man. | am still active with sporting 
activities although with every passing day bit of 
strength ebbs out of my body. Every little 
movement is slowly becoming a chore. | continue 
to be physically active. | go swimming about two 
or three times a week. When in Spain | snorkel; 
and cycle covering about 10 km per trip. | play 
tennis, golf, chess and snooker on regular basis. 


ALLAH has been kind to me. During my hour of 
need my parents, my siblings and other relatives 
gave me support. But | could not have survived if 
it was not for my present partner Kauser (page 
159) (born in Kampala, Uganda, 1952), who was 
introduced to me by a family friend in 1993. She is 
intelligent, loving and caring, and | love her very 
much. She has my unwavering respect and 
admiration because she accepted me just as | was. 
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Record of Police bail after my arrest when Shahnaz reported me to 
the police for indecent assault on Lillie 


~~ 
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She displayed supreme humanity by helping me 
to rebuild my life. At least she has proper African 
Muslim background and she understands me 
well. And most importantly she does not believe 
in these false ‘gods’ called ‘Pirs’ or any one 
claiming to possess powers of performing ‘divine 
miracles’ mumbo jumbo. Even the revered 
Prophet Mohammed never claimed to possess 
miracle performing powers. Whenever he was 
asked to perform ‘dua’ (prayer) on behalf of 
anyone he would always advice saying, to this 
effect, that Allah does not need a go between. 
One has direct unhindered path to Allah, so best 
ask Him directly and that we are all equal in His 
presence. 

KAUSER has provided me with the security and 
life sustaining comforts of life. Members of her 
family, namely: sisters Shaista (Page 235) and 
Shahnaz, and nieces Zulaikhan (Zeddy) and 
Zainab (Page 218), brother-in-law Javed Somra 
(Page 235) and dear friend Rani Abdul from 
Birmingham, and finally, Asif (Photo Page 276), 
my young tennis enthusiast (more in my book 
“Epic Family Betrayal”), almost half my age, 
would call me even at odd hours to have a game 
- come rain, snow or sunshine. All were 
immensely supportive and eminent pillars of my 
well-being and happiness. 
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CONTRARY to Shahnaz (Lillie’s mother) claiming 
that | abandoned the family, the fact is that | was 
kicked out of the house by a disloyal and 
ungrateful wife, and my own children, whom | 
adored abandoned me. Abandoning me, their 
father, was completely out of character and 
inexcusable. The reality being that the three of 
them lost all childhood innocence and had to 
adapt to a fatherless life, which brought its own 
perils and challenges. In 1991, at the time of my 
eviction, | had a secure position working with 
Greater Manchester Police in a civilian capacity 
as an Administration Officer. It became 
necessary to retire with a significantly reduced 
pension. This small amount helps me to buy 
piece de résistance nectar of exotic fruits thus 
maintaining good health. 


AFTER losing my family, | had to find alternatives 
to keep myself occupied and life moving. 
Therefore, adding to my previous travels was a 
start to coping with the new lifestyle. | can now 
say that | have had the privilege to travel an 
extensive amount of the world and to have met 
many good people and to have seen and 
experienced the environment in various forms. 
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IN Cuba | swam with the dolphins and went jet 
skiing, in Kenya Air Force and in Blackpool | flew 
planes and performed aerobatics. | have a 
Private Pilot’s License (UK); | have climbed 
mountains — Kilimanjaro and Snowdonia; | have 
done snorkelling and underwater swimming in 
Mombasa, Ottawa River and Torrevieja; | have 
done fishing mainly in Canada; | have been on 
safaris in Kenyan jungles; during my early years | 
have hitch-hiked around Lake Victoria in East 
Africa and in the United Kingdom; cycled in 
Pakistan and visited India, and driven across 
Canada and U.S.A. i.e. east coast to west coast 
and as far north as the Arctic Circle in Alaska; 
driven across the eastern flank of Australia, and 
Northern Europe i.e. Sweden, Denmark, 
Germany, France, Spain; in Canada twice | have 
had the experience of boat in which | was rowing 
capsizing; performing the Umra in 1983. On 
another occasion, whilst in Cuba, | took up a 
challenge of swimming underwater through 
a narrow gap of solid lava without air tank. At 
this stage | was still a novice swimmer. | got in a 
bit of twist when my swimming trunk got hooked 
into a sharp nook in this under water gap. | kept 
my composure and had to swim backwards to 
free myself from this sharp point. The guide had 
a few anxious moments when | had not surfaced. 
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IN December 2013 | went to USA to see my 
friend Harjit in San Francisco. On the way | 
visited The Kennedy Space Centre in Florida. In 
January 2014 | took a walk back and forth on the 


famous Golden Gate Bridge (Photo Page 243). 
My travels round the world till 2016 
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FEW more interesting events: 


1. Raw egg on Kilimanjaro: At seventeen 
years of age when | was in Technical High 
School, where in my final year | was a 
school prefect, | was selected to go on an 
Outward Bound Course which took me 
to Kilimanjaro. During the final ascent, a 
survival exercise involved taking a raw 
egg and finally consuming it on the 
descent three days later. It was up to you 
how to bring it down unbroken. | was 
successful in this task. 


(YouTube: Mount Kilimanjaro 1964 
Outward Bound Loitokitok Kenya) 
2. Inthe late 1960s hitch-hiking on Nairobi - 


Mombasa road: On one occasion in 
complete wilderness with no lift in sight | 
had to spend the night in a tree. It was a 
spot not too far from where the man- 
eating lions of Tsavo of almost fifty years 
ago were devouring Indian and European 
railway construction workers. A victim of 
the lions could easily have been one of 
my great-grandparents or grandparents, 
or me — if those lions were still around. 

3. During my Kenya military training days | 
and another cadet, Kimani (photo Page 
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276), had to spend a whole night walking 
through the jungle — Elmenteita route - 
with just a panga each for protection. 
We just had to keep alert from an attack 
by a wild animal — no sleep and you had 
to keep talking to make the animals 
aware of your presence and _ not 
unnecessarily disturb or scare them. The 
moonlight made the track barely visible, 
but we had to keep saying to the animals 
and hoping they were listening that we 
were friends not foe. 

4. | now involve in reading, mainly 
historical, non-fiction books and listening 
to Mohammed Rafi. The voice that The 
Almighty created for himself but so 
generously shared with us on this planet. 
That gifted voice which uniquely 
possesses every known note to mankind, 
and when verbalised with a melody 
touches every nook within our body that 
has feelings, awakening every emotion 
with utmost sincerity and serenity. 

5. | have also developed passion for 
cooking and baking. When performing 
these tasks | do it from within, with my 
heart, trying to achieve perfection in 
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culinary taste, and showing my 
appreciation to Allaha’s gift to us — food 
— the fuel that sustains life. 


ALL these worldly unforgettable experiences 
with all of their importance diminish in value as 
they do not circumvent the void in my heart. | 
am still waiting for one very special magical 
moment; to see those soft almond eyes to bring 
coolness to my eyes; the soft soothing sound of 
that voice saying “Abajie” (Dad) again bringing 
back melody to my ears; ending with a special 
dose of medicine for my heart, the feel of a 
magical hug from a ‘flower’ called Lillie. This 
would be a start of putting my entire existence 
into perspective. 


Those cool soft almond eyes of my beloved daughter 


t. 


<< 


LILLIE meant the world to me. Everybody knew 





she was the apple of my eye and pride of my 
existence. Right from the beginning of this saga, 
even in my gravest moment of grief of losing my 
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family, | had to maintain dignity for the sake of 
my children’s future. | did not want their 
character to be undermined in any way. 
Therefore, hard as it has been, | have never 
allowed anyone to discuss with me my life 
between 1973 (when | met Shahnaz) and 1991. 
Until now | have maintained that stance. It was 
bitter pill to swallow, but | maintained that it was 
a private matter and the best and happiest times 
of my life which did not deserve to be tarnished. 
Our family mishaps were discussed only in the 
four walls of the British Courts. Knowing my 
weakness of being a law abiding citizen, Shahnaz 
and her accomplices took refuge behind the 
power of the courts. The time has come however 
for clarity, and, without addressing that period 
there cannot be a clear understanding of the 
events leading up to me losing my family. 


TO my misfortune, the British Courts during the 
1990s were biased in favour of women. This was 
my misfortune. The British justice system 
eventually did amend when it was realized that 
some devious women were taking advantage of 
this laxity, whereby men were losing their 
properties and contact with their children due to 
false accusations and system manipulation. 
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Amongst the circle of people who know Shahnaz, 
they show solidarity in her presence for the 
actions she took against me, but behind her 
back, refer to her as a “crackpot”. When asked 
“why, crackpot?” Their answer inevitably is, “No 
woman in her right mind, who claims to love her 
children, will intentionally make her very own 
young children fatherless and put their young 
lives in danger. This type of mother would only 
be taking this kind of action for selfish reasons.” 
Shahnaz did all this for selfish reasons, and she 
certainly is not a role model to the feminine 
gender or to humanity at large. 


IN my mind all emotions — love, grief, happiness 
and pain, are controlled by the heart. My heart 
has been bleeding with grief and pain every 
moment of my life since that fateful day. Not a 
day has passed when | have not thought about 
Kamar-Un-Nisa (Lillie), Mohammed and Az’ya. 


‘My heart is steeped in blood like 
arosebud, 
Even if there were a _ hundred 
springs What possibility would 
there be of its opening?’ 
(Couplet - See page 65) 
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Poignant moment 

IMMEDIATELY after the breakup | felt so helpless 
and impotent. It was like a death sentence. All 
my goals and my future input to bring up this 
family were severed. | profess that the children’s 
educational achievements have been = an 
irritating blur in my mind. One evening after 
dinner in early 1991, just before my eviction, the 
children settled down to do their homework and 
as usual | was sitting at my writing desk nearby 
to give a helping hand. Lillie, who was in high 
school at the time, approached me asking me to 
explain an issue which was currently being 
discussed among her friends. | advised her that 
this was a very natural monthly occurrence with 
all females after a certain age and that this 
should be further discussed with her mother. My 
decision was an effort to keep her dignity intact 
and continued respect for me in high esteem, 
while at the same time strengthen the mother 
and daughter relationship. This was a very 
poignant and proud moment for me. It was 
affirmation of the relationship | had with my 
children, built on trust and confidence in me. It 
dawned on me that they were fast growing up. | 
was their first line of approach with answering 
any of their academic and day to day queries of 
life. 
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Halt to school visits 
FOR the first twelve months or so after my 


eviction | followed the children’s progress by 
visiting their respective schools and speaking 
with the teachers. The girls were just getting by. 
Mohammed suffered an attack of asthma, which 
was attributed to separation from me — we were 
extremely close and inseparable. Mohammed’s 
teacher told me he had potential of doing well 
but often had periods of lapse in concentration, 
which in my and teacher’s view was directly 
linked to the anxiety of our separation. Then | 
was told by the teachers not to come to school 
any more as Shahnaz was unhappy with these 
visits and did not want them to discuss the 
children’s progress. She had shown them the 
court order of her having sole custody and 
responsibility of the children’s upbringing. | 
followed up this with Lillie’s headmaster and he 
affirmed this by a letter to me (See Page 61). 


GROWING up fatherless must have been tough 
for the children, but even more so for 
Mohammed and Az’ya. One has to be 
sympathetic towards them as they endured a 
traumatic turmoil at a crucial period of their 
development. Their childhood innocence lost 


forever. 
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Headteacher’s letter halting my school visits (Page 60): 
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PAST twenty five years of bleeding of my heart 
has formed not in one but three oceans of grief. 
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In these few lines here, this is my tribute to Lillie. 
Pages can be written about my thirteen years of 
life in Lillie’s presence, but futility of the 
situation demands constraint. 


LILLIE and her siblings were not miracle births. | 
just happened to be the unfortunate father in 
whose household they were born. A father’s 
place in a family is pivotal for those who 
understand it. Sadly, my misfortunes piled on 
when neither Lillie nor Az’ya invited me to their 
weddings, and neither have | been introduced to 
their husbands or their new families. Though, 
mischievously someone sent me a photocopy of 
Lillie’s wedding card to my parents address. 


LILLIE’s and Az’ya’s Islamic marriage certificates 
would not have been complete without father’s 
name on them, and the marriage is incomplete 
without the final ritual - father’s blessings 
(Islamic Law re. Nikha. See Note 8, Page 281). 


| REGULARLY question myself about who is Lillie? 
Inevitably the painful answer is that Lillie, or 
‘Lillie Baji’ is the eldest of my three children. 
Sometimes loving called by this name or Lillie 
“‘Baj’. “Baji’ is title of respect for older female 
siblings or friends amongst Muslim families. 
‘Paji’ is the opposite for male members. Being 
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the eldest offspring, | am entitled to this 
accolade. | am always addressed as ‘Paji Qamar’ 
or just ‘Paji’ by my younger siblings and many 
younger relatives and friends, and sometimes as 
a sign of respect by some associates older than 
me. My other offspring are a boy named 
Mohammed and another daughter named Az’ya 
(lovingly called Azee babe). 


MY plea to Lillie: “Look after your family. Your 
duty is to see that your husband, children and 
your in-laws are happy with your decisions. They 
come first. Outsiders can be manipulative; 
especially those who claim to have divine powers 
and display themselves with an aura of holiness 
(Stoke-on-Trent gang and others). Distance 
yourself from them. Do not repeat what your 
mother did to me. The worst to suffer from such 
irresponsible actions are the children of the 
family. | was indeed proud to read on the 
internet about the donation you and Aqib Haq 
(Lillie’s husband) made to your son’s school, a 
commendable action.” 


“LILLIE, you never told me why you turned your 
back towards me with such venom? Venomous 
insect or animal attack kills instantly and all your 
pains die instantly too. Negative family actions 
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e.g. like in our case surpasses potency; one 
survives with continuity of pain till death. Only 
the meanest of the people will inflict such pain 
on another human being. In the days prior to my 
eviction you always used to come to my aid 
when your mother used to viciously attack me 
with knives and also when she quarrelled with 
me about the gang in Stoke-on-Trent. She would 
not accept that they were conmen and home 
wreckers." 


“IN the civilized society we live in, it is my right to 
know and if there is any shred of humanity in you 
then it is your duty to tell me the reasons for 
your extreme behaviour?” 

‘Is there any cruelty or misery the 

spheres can inflict | have not 

suffered? Is there any pain or 

torment my wounded heart has not 

suffered.’ 
Another couplet: 

‘If you reach the sanctuary of 

that cypress, O Zepher, 

Make mention to his heart of 

this wounded separation. 


May God have mercy on him, he has 
not thought of Babur. 
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Is there hope that God may cast 
compassion into his steely heart?’ 


(Couplets here and on page 58 are by Babur {Emperor of 
Hindustan 1483-1530}: The Baburnama — Memoirs of 
Babur, Prince and Emperor. Translated, edited, and 
annotated by Wheeler M Thackston). 


IN his memoirs Emperor Babur explains quite 

vividly his reasons for writing his chronicles 

which coincides with my reasoning. 

He writes (dictates to his subscriber): 
‘| have not written all this to complain: | 
have written the truth. | do not intend by 
what | have written to compliment 
myself: | have simply set down exactly 
what happened. Since | have made it a 
point in this history to write the truth of 
every matter and to set down no more 
than the reality of every event, as a 
consequence | have reported every good 
and evil | have seen of father and brother 
and set down the actuality of every fault 
and virtue of relative and stranger. May 
the reader excuse me; may the listener 
take me not to task.’ 


AND a verse by me: 
Lost |!am not, 
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this is me. 
Judge you me, 
Kindly, not harshly! 
(Los Montesinos, July 2015) 


THERE is no doubt that in its entirety this true 
drama of our family has all the ingredients 
present for it to be included in the classic tales of 
tragedy, misfortune and betrayal — epic family 
betrayal. 


THESE words | have written will be meaningless 
without my concluding words for Lillie: “The 
separation from my children weakened me. In 
2006 your brother and sister, gave me a brief 
respite from my agonies when we made brief 
contact. If fortune favours me, to meet my eldest 
offspring one day is the hope that gives me 
strength to live on. Lillie, like your younger 
brother and sister you will always be dear to 


” 


me. 


“SOME of your childhood antics are simply 
unforgettable! Do you remember when you used 
to scour my hands and arms and then check your 
own to see if we had common tiny birthmarks? 
Indeed we did. The most striking of our 


similarities is your pose in the photo on Page 79 
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and mine on Page 181 (magnified below). We 
would be about the same ages in these photos.” 


“FINALLY, Lillie, it was my privilege of being part 
of your transformation when growing up; from 
an angelic infant to a cuddly kitten and finally to 
an adorable teenager. You are part of me, my 
flesh and blood, which no one can ever take 
away. Our relationship will never die; it will 
probably just fade away............. fade 
aWal...............fade away.” 


Like father, like daughter. 





BELOW YouTube link to a rare video: Beginning 
with Lillie in my lap. Videos shot at birthday 
parties of Lillie’s cousins Zammurad and 
Yasmin. 


https://youtu.be/YJzVWMVEUSA 
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Proud father with two Mohammed (1980) 





eldest children, Lillie and 





a > 
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Chapter 2 


lohanmend 
Sagih 


lp confidant 
lp buddy 





21, Buller Road, Longsight (1982) Lillie & Mohammed 
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Father and son, Mohammed and me just inseparable (1982) 





My father with his three sons and two grandsons. 
l-r: Adil, Kamal, me, Abajie, Munir and Mohammed 
(2006) 





Mohammed loved this upside down ‘handstand’. | had to 
help him do it on numerous occasions. Midland Road 
(1982) 
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SONS have a special place in a homestead. There 
is no man in this world who would not wish to 
have a living being whom he could call “my son”. 
It is through sons a family’s future generation and 
survival of the family’s genes is established. 


Verse 1: 
How many ages have passed away! 
How many planetary conjunctions 
occurred, 


That this happy star might come forth 
from heaven! 
Verse 2: 
O Lord, by the lamplight of Thy Essence, 
By the ocean pearls of Thy Attributes, 


By those holy Ones (prophets and saints) who 
come forth like pure roses, Whose souls are 
washed by the fountains of the sun, 

Grant a jewel to my fortune's crown; 

Grant a star to my exaltation's heaven; 
Grant a moonlight to my chamber, 

Which may disperse the darkness of the Universe; 


Irradiate my existence by a sun, That the nine 
heavens may come within my 


adoration. 
Give perpetuity to my afflicted soul, 
So that, if death come by a hundred ways, | may 


not die. 
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(Both verses from the biography of Emperor Akbar wishing 
for a son, heir to Mughal Throne; ‘Akbarnama’ by Abii al- 
Fazl-ibn-Mubarak) 


THE writer of the above verse is craving for a son 
to keep his dynasty intact. These two verses 
above and what | am going to write sum up 
Mohammed’s entry to this world and in my life. 


Events from 15¢* July, 1980 


Stepping Hill Hospital, Stockport. Cheshire. Mohammed few hours old 
15 July 1986 

k “a Heapadh 

Ss¢it-Ul-Zamian Rajput 






Sy Shahnaz 
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MOHAMMED’S entry on this planet was in the 
holy month of Ramadan on Tuesday asth July, 


1980 (Tuesday 3™ Ramadan, 1400 A.H.), at 3.30 
p.m., weighing at 8 lb. 742 oz. He was born at 
Stepping Hill Stockport Royal Infirmary, Stockport, 
Cheshire, England. | was in the delivery theatre to 
witness once again the birth of my child. It was 
once again an enthralling spectacle and an honour 
to witness the birth of a living being. This time it 
was my son. 


THE next part of this sentence will, to greater 
extent, sum up the relationship between 
Mohammed and me; we were simply inseparable. 


EVENTUALLY after many years when Mohammed 
had advanced in age he decided to respond to my 
gift and wishes | send him on his birthday. We 
arranged to meet in Denton’s Sainsbury (Note 3, 
Page 277). 


WHEN he came my heart was thumping, | was 
trying to keep calm. He was a man now. He 
agreed to meet me on regular basis. | enquired 
about him getting into trouble over him meeting 
me. He gave me an answer which was a relief. | 
was not looking for any more upheavals created 
by his mother in the past. He said, “I don’t let 
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anybody dictate to me. Nobody is going to tell me 
when and where | meet my father.” 


Snowdonia peak (1990) 





MEETING him was a celebratory occasion. Kauser, 
my present wife, who has always been supporting 
me for contact with my children, and | arranged a 
welcoming party for him at my parent’s house on 
Beech Grove, Fallowfield, Manchester. When 
Mohammed met my parents, brothers, sister, my 
nephew and nieces it was an overwhelming 
emotional scene. There were hugs and tears. My 
sister would not let go of him. | had prepared an 
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album of my favourite photos of him and me of 
bygone days. 


Father with adorable playful son, ‘proud of you son’.(1980, 1982). 
Notice anklet on my right foot. (Page 216) 
_ 





IN that hour of my elation | wrote a message for 


him in the album: “Welcome son. On 28" July, 
2006, when you met me in Sainsbury after fifteen 
years and two months, all of a sudden the world 
became a beautiful place to live in. Everything 
became bright and colourful. Suddenly the 
darkness of the daylight became cheerful and 
bright. Everything seemed to liven up and full of 
bright colours. | suddenly felt strength flowing 
back into my drained body. You were not there, 
but you were never forgotten. You and your 
childhood memories were always close to me like 
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the closeness of pulse in the body that keeps us 
breathing and alive. We got parted physically, but 
nobody had the power to part us mentally. Never 

a moment went by when | didn’t think of you and 
miss you. When | lost you, | lost not only a son but 
| also lost a person who was going to be my 
closest and dearest friend and confidante. The 
wanton separation was painful. | never gave up 
hope of seeing you again. | pray from now on the 


closeness will be cemented like concrete and we 
will be together until the day | die.” 


MOHAMMED was extremely energetic and hard 
working youth. He was bursting with raw energy 
and his enthusiasm was beyond bounds. He 
looked forward to participate in every task | set 
up. He took unobjectionable interest in both 
academic and physical activities. When playing 
games he worked extremely hard that in the end 
his brow and back of his neck would be glistening 
with sweat. | think he looked up to me and always 
endeavoured to perform well to please me. | was 
extremely proud of him. 


HE would accompany me_ everywhere. | 
remember he accompanied me to my bank when | 
had a meeting with my bank manager. He was 
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about four years old. He sat next to me listening. | 
wanted him to start learning early how to deal 
with the wider world without reservation and 
with confidence. | thought of his future. | thought 
of subtly introducing him into this wider world in 
order to live a successful and happy life. 


My old age support, start of my paradise, so | thought! 





HE showed potential to do well academically 
when he passed entrance examinations for 
private education and was offered a place at 
William Hulme Grammar School, one of the top 
private establishment in Manchester for further 
education. This was in year 1990/1991. Sadly 
Mohammed was not destined to enrol in this 
establishment. Once again Shahnaz was to play a 
major role in this. | was hoping Shahnaz would be 
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happy to see her son succeed. | suggested that 
she could pursue temporary employment to 
supplement the family income, thereby helping to 
pay for Mohammed’s tuition. Sadly she declined. 
At the time | was not aware of her secret agenda. 
She made it known to mutual friends and 
associates that her ‘Holy Man’ will see to 
Mohammed ’s successes. 


MOHAMMED’S other unforgettable precious 
moments. Word inventor: for computer he 
invented ‘punchuter’; for umbrella he invented 
‘handbrella’; and the one that made me laugh 
was ‘Pavaprontha’, derived from Pavarotti, the 
tenor singer. What Mohammed did was that he 
divided Pavarotti into two symbols: ‘Pava’ and 
‘Roti’. Both words are present in Urdu language. 
‘Pava’ is cooked hooves of domestic animals e.g. 
cows, goat, sheep etc. And ‘roti’ means plain 
chapatti. Mohammed substituted ‘roti’ with 
‘Parontha’, which is luxurious chapatti prepared 
in butter or ghee. Thus: ‘Pavaprontha’. 


WHEN in 1988 my family joined me in Kenya | 
took them to the animal orphanage centre just 
outside Nairobi. Most of the animals were caged 
for the safety of the public. Mohammed was quick 


To, Abajie with Love 78 


to make friends with a young lion. He was talking 
to him and he got the lion to follow him running in 
either direction. But of course the lion was on the 
other side of the safety fence. Perhaps the lion 
sensed Mohammed was more palatable than 
others? Mohammed’s first close direct affiliation 
with an animal was in December 1985 when he 


Mohammed making friends with young lion.(See also page 67) 








was in Denton West End Primary School. He 
brought home a gerbil called ‘George’ to take 
care of during Christmas holidays. | was extremely 
pleased with Mohammed, showing early this 
interest in animals. We all took delight in 
tendering loving care to the gerbil and were sad to 
return it. 
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TO Mohammed | let it be known about this feeling 
of mine, and | do not know if he feels the same; 
“without you by my side | feel half the man that | 
should be.” 


‘George ’; Notice the immense pleasure on the gang’s faces 
Windsor Road, Denton (1985) 


erry 


| 






Az’ya with her Dad, Witsbury Avenue, Reddish (1983) 
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| share a few memorable photos. 
Mombasa Beach, Kenya (1987) Lillie, Az’ya, Mohammed 





Mohammed’s first camera shot (1989): Lillie, Me, Az’ya 
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Az’ya and her adorable curly hair (Windsor Road) 
&Mohammed, Michelle, Lillie. Midland Road, Denton 
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Chapter 3 


Az’ pa 
Sultana 


4 j iL "S| 


fily Simba Ndoqo 
(fly Little Lioness) 
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My doll No.2.Classy Az’ya. Windsor Road, Denton (1989) 
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NOW, the question is how do | start with Az’ya? 
We had such a short time together. I’ll try, and 
I’m sure that by the time | finish | will have 
thrown a flicker of light on that elusive 
relationship between father and his darling 
daughter. 


WITH the advent of time more surprises came 
into my life. It was no big surprise than any 
normal household that my family began to grow. 
After Lillie there were two more surprises. So, this 
written material will not be complete without 
mentioning a little about the rest of my extended 
family as well. You could say, a family tree in the 
making spanning two centuries. 


AZ’YA was the second angel born in my 
household. This new angel truly brought home the 
realisation of what paradise is. Daughters are a 
gift from heaven. With Az’ya my paradise was 
complete. She brought different challenges for me 
to experience. With her the stage was set to face 
the world with pride and joy, and inevitably new 
challenges. The paradise was complete, so | 
thought? Like the old timer | was, | thought | am 
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now blessed with old age benefits? The day will 
come when my children will get married and have 
children of their own. My role in old age and as | 
love children, would be to look after them and 
spoil them. In return they would be my strength 
and past time. | was blessed, so | thought? 


SAD to say, material about Az’ya will be limited in 
my memoirs as fate allowed me merely three 
years in all totality in her company. 


FOLLOWING is the list of absences from home to 
earn a living for the family: 


1. Saudi Arabia: 1979 -1980 (1 year); | was 
working as computer programmer. (Photo 
Page 235) 

2. Kenya: 1987 — 1988 (1 year). My work was 


divided between two companies: Rafiki 
Enterprises (accounts assistant) in Nairobi 
and Severin Sea Lodge Hotel in Mombasa 
(tennis coordinator); 


3. London: 1989 — 1990 (1 year). | was 
working with Metropolitan Police Force 
(Administration Officer: civilian staff). 
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ALBEIT, some great memories in Az’ya’s company, 
which when | think of bring laughter and tears of 
joy and sadness. 


Events between 1983 till 1991 

AZ’YA announced her arrival into this world on 
31° July, 1983 (Sunday 20°" Shawwal, 1403 A.H.) 
at 3.39 p.m. Regrettably, | was not present at her 
birth. At the time | was on an assignment in Saudi 
Arabia. | was informed about her birth by 
telephone call from my younger brother, Munir. 


FOR the job in Saudi Arabia | must thank Mamu 
(Uncle) Khalil. In 1982 when my family and | went 
to Pakistan for a short visit, Mamu_ Khalil 
introduced me to an employment agent who was 
recruiting computer operators and programmers 
for work in Saudi Arabia. | was successful in 
obtaining this job. 


A short family history before | come back to 
Az’ya 

| DIGRESS, and as | had promised earlier, to shine 
a light on other close family members. | am sure 
Az’ya will not object. It will be an opportunity to 
come to know about my background in detail. 
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THESE essays have developed into a glimpse into 
the past, highlighting my life within my extended 
family and my time in the company of my 
children. Most importantly, delving into the past 
will give a broader picture and the reading of this 
material will become colourful and also provide a 
more general background. If these essays were 
marginalized to just Lillie, Mohammed and Az’ya, 
they would probably be like a painting without 
colour. 


MUNIR, my younger brother, is fifth in line, born 
after my three sisters, Najam Ara Begum (the 
eldest, deceased in infancy), surviving sister 
Nargis (Roohi), and third sister, Nagar Sultana 
(who also died in infancy), and before my 
youngest brother Kamal. Both deceased sisters 
were born in Nairobi and buried in Karikor Muslim 
cemetery in Nairobi. Their graves are next to the 
graves of my maternal grandfather, Haji Abdul 
Majid Khan, Esquire (henceforth addressed as 
Nanaji), and Bari Naniji. We did not meet Bari 
Naniji but whenever she was mentioned we 
addressed her as Bari Naniji (elder grandmother). 


BARI Naniji was the first wife of Nanaji. She 
arrived from British India in early 1900. She was to 
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Funeral of Najam Ara Begum and tending to graves of Nanaji, Bari 
Naniji and my two sisters (1987) 





ae 
ee ee 


expire soon. Nanaji and Bari Naniji had one 


daughter who was called Khala Kaneez (1916- 
1940). Khala Kaneez got married in Kenya to Mr 
Aziz Malik (brother of Naniji) and moved to 
Rawalpindi, British India. She had a son called Paji 
Ghani; he was a thorough gentleman. Paji Ghani 
lost his mum, Khala Kaneez, at very young tender 
age. (Note 6, Page 280) 


Naniji (maternal grandmother 


AFTER the death of Bari Naniji, Nanaji got married 
again to my birth grandmother, called Mrs. Sakina 
Begum (henceforth will be addressed as Naniji). 
She was born in Bombay or Kashmir (not sure) in 
1909. She was a niece of Bari Naniji. They got 
married in British India in early 20" century. 
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MY Naniji was a kind, considerate lady and a keen 
gardener. She possessed a huge garden and she 


Bari Naniji observed strict purdah. This photo was taken for the sake 
of obtaining her a passport. This photo was always displayed on the 
sideboard in Naniji’s room. That is how we came to form a bond with 
her. One and only rare photo of Bari Naniji (early c1900). 


y 


was an excellent cook. In her garden she had 
numerous fruit trees, namely: banana, corn, 
Sugarcane, pawpaw, apricot, grapes, loquat, 
mango, guava, pomegranate, shatouts, jaaman, 
and figs; just to name a few. On the vegetable 
sector she would grow everything and anything 
according to season. About fifty years ago, one day 
she prepared magnolia leaves from her garden. 
This year (2016) | felt the urge to prepare it here in 
England. | remembered the silky buttery taste 
which was exquisite and | had a go at cooking 
magnolia leaves from my garden in the UK. Just 
amazing, loved it. Naniji was the family’s 
inspiration on class with high standard of life style. 
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(Recipe for cooking magnolia is a family secret.) 
Although Naniji had a gardener, at times | would 
also help out (photo below). It would be a shame 
not to be outside in the Kenyan weather. 


My 3" birthday, Dadaji’s house Aladina Road (Now Okoth Aura 
Road); under the mango tree; Photo of me in Naniji’s garden in 
Parklands house, 1963c, Nairobi. 





SHE successfully brought up a family of six sons 
and three daughters (Note 5, Page 278). 


NANIJI had a huge tandoor (Page 161); tandoor is 
open coal fire oven buried in the ground for 
preparing naan and BBQ. This tandoor was 
installed in the second open air courtyard in the 
house. 


SHE was fond of chewing Paan (betel leaf). A habit 
mainly associated with women of noble birth in 
India. Men indulge in Paan chewing too. Chewing 
Paan is now common amongst variety of people. 
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Paan is an edible green leaf chewed fresh adorned 
with a few minute sized sweet or sour savouries 
added with thinly sliced betel nut and often a 
sugary red paste is added to the Paan which leaves 
mouth and tongue in red blood shade. Naniji used 
to hold her Paan and savouries in a specially 
designed silver Paan box, known in Urdu as 
Paandani. She had her own vine of Paan plant 
grown in a special corner of the main open air 
courtyard. Sometimes | would carefully pluck a 
leaf, prepare it in the style Naniji did (occasionally 
just add half spoon of sugar) and chew it, hence 
developed taste for Paan. 


IN the early 1960s Naniji had an African Grey 
parrot as a pet. She named it ‘Cascoo’. It was an 
adorable bird with grey feathers and streak of red 
and black under its wings. To me it seemed to be, 
if not more than, as intelligent as human beings. | 
do not know how Naniji acquired it. It stayed with 
her for many years and eventually expired of old 
age. It suffered a massive heart attack. It was a 
cute two legged feathery friend and it had learned 
to say some words. It possessed friendly looks and 
it had gentle mannerism to it. | remember it used 
to be let out of its cage and it would walk around 
the veranda and courtyard as if it was the master 
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of the surrounding domain, that it all belonged to 
it. It always looked so proud and confident. | 
would often offer it my finger; it would turn its 
head sideways, because in close up it sees through 
only one eye as the eyes are set on either side of 
the head, then it would gently hold it in its strong 
beak then stroke it with its course greyish tongue. 
This is the beak with the power of splitting open 
nut shells, but it also had the control of soft 
feather touch to it. Then when it was satisfied it 
would let go off the finger. That was animal 
intelligence at work, knowing when to be 
aggressive and when not. Naniji looked after it 
with great care. Its cage was always immaculately 
clean and tidy. In its diet it would have seeds, nuts, 
normal chapatti, bread and greens. It would also 
have fresh green chillies, never complained about 
having them. | can safely give credit to ‘Cascoo’ 
for my habit of liking fresh green chillies with my 
meals or even as green chilli sandwich (my own 
creation). 

NANIJI’s one piece of health advice from which | 
have immensely benefited and brought me 
relatively unscathed at this point of my life in 
healthy condition is when she told me that 90% of 
our illnesses or complaints are stomach related. 
The food we consume should be the best, top 
class, well prepared and consume enough to allow 
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Naniji looking after us; “My turn; no1’m first!” L-r: Naniji, Mamu 
Jamil, the late Mamu Khani, Munir & me. Parklands House. 


Nang Uncle Jamil 





the stomach to safely digest it; enough for the 
stomach to cope without putting it under 
enormous stress of digestion. | wish we could all 
be in a position to adhere to this wise advice. In 
view of that advice | get most of my food shopping 
done from Marks & Spencer and Waitrose stores. 


IN her huge garden which was teeming with huge 
trees of different species Naniji also had numerous 
exotic plants, e.g. roses, hibiscus, jasmine, 
jacaranda to name a few. In the daytime the air 
around the house would be filled with scent from 
the roses, jasmine flowers and cocktail of various 
fruits and vegetables, and at night that same 
surroundings would be filled with scent from ‘raat- 
ki-rani’ (queen of the night). There was also a 
swing similar to the one in photo on page 158. 
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When entering the property it was found on the 
right hand side, just by the entrance gate as seen 
in photo on the next, page 106. It was just under 
the huge tree behind the white Ford Prefect. 


NANIJI was quite an inspiration to us all. Sadly 
Naniji passed away peacefully in 1983 in 
Manchester, England. By sheer coincidence her 
grave is next to my _ children’s maternal 
grandfather, Mr Mohammed Ali Dar. Both of them 
along with future expired relatives, including 
Abajie, are buried in Manchester Central cemetery 
(Muslim Section), Chorlton-cum-Hardy. (See family 
tree compiled by Nanaji and I. It provides dates of 
births, marriages and deaths of our family 
members, Page 236 - family tree). 


AZ’YA, my dearest Az’ya; was born in St Mary’s 
Hospital, Manchester, England. | was in my office 
in Saudi Arabia when my brother rang to tell me of 
this new arrival in my homestead. | was thrilled to 
bits with the news. The next day | distributed 
ladoos (Indian sweet savouries) amongst my 
colleagues. The urge to see and meet Az’ya as 
quickly as possible became my priority. | 
immediately started the process of obtaining leave 
from work to visit England. Under Saudi 
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employment laws the expatriate employees have 
to surrender their passports to their respective 
employers. The passport is only released when the 
person leaves the country. Normally employee 
leaves the country at the expiration of their 
contract. | insisted on my request for leave on 
special circumstances, luckily my request was 
granted. Leave was granted without pay from 


Saturday, 47th September 1983, till Thursday, gth 
October, 1983. 


SO, on this the ‘historic’ date, 17? September, 
1983, Az’ya and | met for the first time; six weeks 
and six days after she was born. She had 
remarkable beautiful bunch of curly hair which | 
think she took after me as well as my Abajie. | 
remember she gave me a questioning look as if 
saying “who’s this strange man in our house?” 
(Page 98) 


Another view of Naniji’s garden in the background 
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SUBSEQUENTLY we took off like a house on fire. 
My immediate task was to have her name 
registered at the Manchester Births and Deaths 
registry office, which was done on Monday 26h 
September, 1983. 


CHOOSING her name was a twisting affair. It was 
like this: mingling the first and last two letters of 
the English alphabet, separated by a coma. So | 
derived at the name Az’ya. | loved the sound of 
this word and it is a unique name on this planet. It 
had a catching tune constantly reverberating on 
the tongue, finally obtaining that subtle 
perfection; Ag’ya. 


AZ’YA had a questioning look, more like an 
explorer’s look in her eyes; intriguing and 
intelligent. It seemed she wanted to know all and 
will make a name of herself. This gave me a tiny bit 
of hope and also concern. If Lillie was the timid 
one, Az’ya | thought was the wild one. | thought | 
would have to keep her close to me. | certainly had 
the same aspirations for her upbringing and 
education as | had for her siblings. On Thursday gth 
October, 1983, | left my new bundle of joy to 
return to my work in Saudi Arabia. But not for too 
long! | would be back soon. | missed my family 


very much, especially the new arrival - Az’ya. 
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AT this juncture, with a growing family, it was my 
intention to upgrade my family’s place of 
residence and look for a house for permanent 
abode. During this short break | accomplished this 
task as well. Hence, our family home was 
established on Windsor Road, Denton, Tameside 
in a middle-class suburb of Manchester. 


| APPROACHED Halifax Building Society on 
Deansgate to secure finances on the strength of 
my Saudi Arabian income for the purchase of this 
property. This property was for sale on the books 
of David Mellor, Estate Agents of North Reddish. 


‘Historic’ day’: Inquisitive look! Getting acquainted with Abajie 





THREE months after returning to my work and 
accommodation in Dammam in Saudi Arabia, | 
once again requested leave which was granted. | 
came back once again on unpaid leave on 
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Saturday, 7th January, 1984, till Thursday, 26th 
January, 1984. Initially this absence from work was 
for one week. After arrival in England | requested 
extension for a further period of twelve days. | 
wanted to be with Az’ya a little longer. My 
contract in Saudi Arabia terminated on Sunday, 
43th May, 1984. This was a relief as | would now 
return home and spend the rest of my life with my 
own family. So | thought. My plans were 
transparent. My plans were to keep the family 
united. Children’s mother though on the other 
hand had other plans. Unlike mine, her plans were 
secretive. Those plans were to split the family. The 
rest is history now. 


MY children seem to have taken a Mafia type oath 
against meeting their father, a situation commonly 
associated amongst people with no perspective of 
family values or family norm. My intense love for 
my family turned against me. This is the other face 
of intense love — deadly, painful, prickly and 
hurtful. 


THIS world is full of two types of challenges: happy 
ones and sad ones. Sadly we are surrounded by 
sadness and challenges which need huge amount 
of energy to comprehend. We are led to believe 
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that all what we do is done in the name of survival. 
It takes only a few words to describe this 
uncertainty but in reality it takes a very long time 
to face up to it in the best possible way one can; it 
is an entire lifetime’s work. To survive we have to 
pick challenges which bring safety and happiness 
to ones closest to us dictated by our capabilities. 
These ARE the challenges in their entirety. 


EVERYONE has to face challenges, rich or poor, 
young or old. Struggles start from the moment one 
is conceived until the day life oozes out of human 
body and our flesh and bones are forever given 
back to the earth from which in the first place they 
were extracted. Chemical composition derived 
from the earth and infused together; this is 
nature’s greatest miracle which forever will 
remain unsolved. “Dust to dust, earth to earth.” 


AS life evolved societies and laws were being 
made for the benefits of family, inevitably which 
include family unity. What we have achieved and 
how we progress to achieve our tasks and goals 
becomes history. History is the judge of each 
individual’s life time’s actions and it gives rise to 
the person’s character. This history will be 
recorded permanently either in the minds of the 
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people or on documents. Either way it will be 
passed on from generation to generation. 


AZ’YA was subtly and if you might say pleasantly 
moody, if that is the right observation of 
personality? If she had a point to make she would 
make it known not by crying out loud in tantrums 
but by her actions. It was quite funny how she 
would do it. My aim for all three children was to 
accept and be comfortable outdoors as much as 
indoors. Lillie and Mohammed were already 
groomed for that. It was a relief when Az’ya took 
to this kind of life like duck to water. She always 
joined in the activities and sometimes made 
suggestions and like her siblings looked forward to 
our excursions. This made the mood in the house 
jovial, happy, relaxed and lively. Az’ya’s moods 
were always taken in happily and lightly. My 
collection of hundreds of photographs, especially 
the slides and videos taken throughout our time 
together by my very dear friend Harjit, who was 
like a member of my family, is strong evidence of 
my relationship with my children. We were jovial. 
We were full of energy. We were happy. We were 
friends. We were companions. | was devoted to 
my children as much as they were to me. If | 
happened to mention that | am in the mood for a 
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cup of tea, all three would rush off to the kitchen 
to prepare a cuppa for me. 


WHAT | have written to date should by no means 
be interpreted that Shahnaz was precluded from 
all the activities. She was part and parcel of it. 
Sadly she forfeited the right for inclusion in the 
way a wife or a mother should be due to the 
extreme actions she took to break up my nest of 


Debdale Park. Harjit with Lillie and Mohammed. c1982 





paradise and cold bloodedly and senselessly took 
measures to make her own children fatherless. 
Father, on whose shoulders rest responsibility of 
providing safety and security, and provider of 
meals on the table, clothing over the bodies and 
roof over the heads of his family; father a role 
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model for his children snatched away at 
unquestionably the wrong time. 


| REMEMBER Az’ya was not shy of trying 
everything out. She was daring. Although Lillie and 
Mohammed were also daring but Az’ya was a 
point ahead in her dares. She must have taken it 
after me — courting danger but never getting 
bitten. Here | remind one and all that when the 
bite comes it comes with vengeance parallel to 
none. 


AT about three years of age she was adamant to 
start riding my chopper bike. She made me take 
her to the neighbouring park to ride. | helped her 
on to the bike and after a few helping pushes she 
got away on her own to complete the circuit, 
needless to say half way round the bike got out of 
control and she fell. She managed a few superficial 
bruises but never cried. She wanted to carry on. 


AFTER the separation | was informed by the school 
that she had made an entry to take part in a 
swimming race. Her only experience was paddling 
in the shallow baby pool. | enquired about how 
she got into this race? | was informed that she told 
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the teachers she could swim. | informed them 
about her experience and asked them to keep 
their eyes on her. She was always ready to 
participate. If Lillie and Mohammed were having a 
serious game of tennis and she thought it was 
going on too long she would protest by staging a 
sit-in in the middle of the court to disrupt their 
game. She would have her turn as well. 


Till death do us apart 

| DIVERT here a bit to bring in more information 
about my other family life. After | was so ruthlessly 
evicted from my home, Mamu Jamil and his wife, 
Aunty Rani, and their family kindly made their 
house in Rochdale available for me to stay with 
them. After about a week | moved to the house of 
my younger brother and his wife, Munir and 
Madeline, who lived with their young daughter, 
Yasmin. Madeline is a very cultured, sensible and 
most hospitable of a sister-in-law. Never have | 
ever seen her complain or show contempt. | would 
say she is most kind, caring and considerate lady. 
Towards Munir she is loyal to the core and vice 
versa — lucky fellows. 


BOTH Munir and Madeline are exemplary couple; 
they have both infused the two great religions and 


To, Abajie with Love 104 


cultures of this world — Muslim and Jewish - in 
bringing the two separated branches of Prophet 
Ibrahim’s two sons — Prophet Ismail and Prophet 
Ishaq - together and show the world that with love 
and understanding life can be so beautiful. In 


My mum, brothers, sister and sister-in-law, Manchester 
Munir, Madeline (2018; Rui, Umiji, Kamal (2016) 





1985 when Munir was joined by Madeline she 
came with a son, named Barry. They all enjoyed a 
true family relationship. There is no sign of 
‘welcome’ on the front door of their home, but 
it’s not necessary. The atmosphere inside of their 
house makes the welcome factor self-explanatory. 
Whether one has come for a chat or a meal, rest 
assured the visitor will depart feeling happy and 
content. Munir and Madeline’s union has shown 
exemplary interpretation of the holy wedding vow 
“till death do us part”. 

ZAMMURAD (daughter of my sister and her late 
husband, Dr Salaam), Yasmin (Munir and 
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Madeline’s Daughter) and Adil (my youngest 
brother and Afshan {Paji Ghani’s daughter} son), 
they each played a vital role, in that, they did not 
let me feel lonely in the hour of my need; they 
were able to replace the company of my children. 
This environment saved me from becoming 
completely insane, though acute depression took 
hold of me. Depression led to early retirement 
from work at Greater Manchester Police. 


WHILE out of my own house | was still paying for 
the upkeep of my family. My brother was not 
charging me anything. However, after three 
months when it was quite obvious that | would not 
be returning to my home | went on to reside in 
rented accommodation, not wanting to be a 
burden on my brother and sister-in-law. Luckily | 
found a flat near my house: 431 Manchester Road, 


Denton. 

Az’ya moods, enjoyed by others without disrespect. (Observe 
Mohammed; children were always relaxed in my presence) See Page 
229, the piece of paper Lillie displaying. 
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IN those early days of separation | had to have a 
glimpse of the children who were my life and soul. 
Without seeing them my days were spent as if the 
world was closing in on me with a colossal weight 
dropping on me with a hammering thump. My 
muscles would feel constricted similar to 
withdrawal symptoms. At other times the 
adrenaline in my body suddenly raced like a racing 
car resulting in imbalance of chemicals in my brain 
putting me into a comatose state and | would doze 
off at my desk at work or when sitting in a sofa at 
home or even when visiting other people. | had 
thoughts of ending my life. The doctor prescribed 
me anti-depressant. However, | just had to see 
the children. | knew in the morning Shahnaz would 
be driving them to school, therefore | would stand 
outside my flat to see and wave at them when 
they drove past. Mohammed and Az’ya made an 
effort to look back. They had a look of being lost, 
but at least they glanced towards me. Lillie 
showed no emotion, | was distraught. 


| WONDERED what the children were going 
through; were they also as devastated as | was? 
On another occasion when | was on the pavement 
and they would pass by, Az’ya sitting in the back 
seat would give a look as if she wanted to jump in 
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my arms and hug me tightly. A despairing look but 
she managed to smile and give me a secret wave. | 
wondered if she was thinking that if her mother 
found her waving at me than she would suffer the 
same fate as me — become homeless. These were 
reactionary questions. Questions are many. Time 
heals the wounds, now | am not looking for 
answers to some of the questions. It is water 
under the bridge to some degree, but some 
questions still need answers, e.g. what was the 
true atmosphere like in the house which had 
suddenly lost one very important person? 


MY parents, my siblings and their families all 
endured this trying time with utmost civilised 
manner, although rest assured they too were 
going through a very painful time. After all 
everybody, from both sides, was on the losing 
side, especially cousins losing cousins. 


NOW back to my Simba Ndogo. Az’ya was a great 
lover of her food. | truly enjoyed how she 
conducted herself with her food. She always 
performed her eating ritual with immaculate style. 


AZ’YA was also cuddly and a cute baby. Like her 
older sister always immaculately dressed. She was 
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prone to tiredness. Walking home after school she 
would always get tired. The answer to that was 
piggy back ride for her. Was she being crafty using 
me for a free ride, taking advantage of being baby 
of the house? No | do not think so, | did not mind.| 
loved carrying her on my back. The poses in 
photographs (next pages) taken in Mombasa, 
Kenya (1987) has now become immortalised in an 
Indian movie, Bajrangi Bhaijaan (2015) starring 
Salman Khan, my favourite actor after Dilip Kumar 
and Sanjay Dutt. But Az’ya and | get the credit for 
being the first. Other motion picture personality 
who make up my favourite list: The irreplaceable 
Madhubala, the most beautiful and perfectly 
created woman ever, goddess of silver screen. 


BEING the youngest of my children and not really 
having spent much time to form a bond | was 
desperate to show her that | still loved her and 
was trying to find a way to prove my affection. The 
idea dawned on me to get a_ personalised 
registration number for my car. The number plate 
would show - Az’ya (see photo next page). 


| NEVER lamented in my relentless effort to keep 
reminding the children about me. On every 
celebration or occasions | would send them a gift. 
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IN 2006 Az’ya and Mohammed made contact, 
separately though; twelve years after separation. 
Az’ya’s first contact was by email. Thereafter we 
met a couple of times in Manchester. She 
communicated mainly by email and mobile text 
messages. That material has become Holy 
Scripture for me. | read it regularly. 


Personalised registration in Az ’ya’s honour 
a scat le 






Az’ya taking full advantage of this naive father, Mombasa (1987) 


"™N 


AZ’YA asked me to keep our meetings and 
communications confidential, however, for a 
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family to split in this manner is evil in all beliefs. If 
in any way it can be mended would be divine. 
Az’ya’s contact could be divinity in disguise. She 
was meeting no other than her father. The 
scenario of this family’s split has largely been 
negative. | decided to divulge the contents of the 
messages and emails in this essay on positive 
prospects. It was difficult to decide if | should 
publish the messages in full or just excerpts to 
show that after all there were traces of normality 
between us. Please forgive me, Az’ya, | just have 
to mention a few gripping and touching moments. 
As you are a sensible normal educated adult now | 
have no doubt that you will not object. 


THERE comes a time when one has to accept 
transparency in the hope that good will triumph 
over evil. 


Below excerpts from SMS and emails: 
(AZ’ya).....0000 asaalmualaikum 


| hope you are ok and recovering well from your 
operation. why have you had an operation, are u 
OK P..eeeeeeee even though ihavnt seen or heard from 


you for 13 yrsi still care about you and love you 
very very much......... first of all so that you know it 
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is Az'ya you are sending emails to i will answer 
yourthree questions.:........... 1) we used to go to the 


police club and use the gym inside there.2) i cannot 
exactly remember what i used to do when Lillie baji 
and Mohammed baijan used to play tennis. but, i 
do remember that we had a red plastic tennis 
racket, that i would play with.3) wheni would get 
tired of walking you would pick me up and carry 
me on your back 


(AzZ’ya).....0004 wheni was little i used to think that 


you were the best and cleverest man on this earth 
beacuse you were my father. you still are in my 
eyes. not a day has gone by that ihavnt thought of 
you. whenever something important has happened 
in my life i have always wished you were there or i 
could tell you. i have pictures of you that i always 
look at, so please dont think i have forgotten you. 
(Me)....... Do u know the last time we were in close 
proximity of each other? I'll tell u. It was after | 
was evicted from home. It was a _ mid-week 
afternoon. Sunny day. It was ur school sports day 
in 1991 or 1992. | came to watch u. U were aware 
that | wasthere standing with rest of parents. U 
ran the long distance race around the playing field. 
At the end u were very tired. U were holding your 
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stomach. | think u had pulled your stomach muscle 
mildly & it was hurting u. | wanted to come and 
give u support and comfort. | couldn’t (court 
order). It was very painful for me. The teacher told 
me u would be fine....... 


(AZ’Ya).....:0c00e newayi remember wen u_ used 
tohave tea and two toast with jam for breakfast 
then u would dip it in ur tea. do u stil do that? i 
also remember having jacket potatoes aswell at 
laburnum rd, they were so nice. i wish icud hav 
them now. nowi do them in the microwave but it 
doesnt taste as good....... 


(AZ’ya) .eseceeeee i really wish i could look after u, i like 


looking after my family. hav u stopd taking the 
medecine which is causing the skin allergy. trynot 
to eat red meat its bad for your heart. chicken is ok 
and fish is very good so good choice of fav dish! 
eat plenty of fruit aswel.i always hav melon for 
breakfast........... 


(Az’ya)....... i love Kenya aswel ever since i went 


when iwas little. i would like to go there again.ive 
heard its not like it used to be?....... 
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(Az’ya)........ ok sorry for upsetting you about 


bumping into you, ididnt realise it would upset u so 
much.of course i would like to meet you its just 
kind of difficult.its very hard to explain.i know u 
are my father but its been 13yrs and its not like it 
wil be as normal.sorry if it doesnt make any 
sense.it would be the best thing ever if i were to 
meet u though......... 


(Az’ya)....... salaam, hopeur ok! so it didnt sound 


like u had a gud eid. Every1 sounds really ill. its a 
shame cos | stil remember evry1 realy fit and 
healthy. im sorry to hear bout al this. u must feel 
awful. dnt worry cosi am always here, dnt think 
you hav lost me. ....... 


(Me)....... My dear Az'ya, the words which | thought 
were going to be just in my dreams, u made them 
come true. Ur comforting words , "dnt worry cosi 
am always here, dnt think you hav lost me." will 
always be embeded in my heatt.............. 
(Az’ya)........ hopeur ok, i jus sent u a tx from the 
comp, dntknw if u got it. its nice that u came down 
to see every1 on eid, it shows U Care.......... newayi 
think its a bit early to start thinkin bout marriage 
for me, im only 20! idnt want to get married but i 
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know ilhav to! i think wen im married i can c u 
then,not?!....... 


(Me)......... | was a bit upset after talking with u. 
Itseems like that all the blame has been dumped 
on me. & | have been made into a person who 
performs film tricks in reality. Not true. If | did do 
all those badthings to my family | have paid a very 
very heavy price. My mistake was | was totally 
devoted to my wife & dotted on my three children. 
| loved ur mother very much and | was blinded 
about what was happening around me. As a father 
| had to instill some disipline in the house. Certainly 
notviolently........ We were the envey of everyone. | 


always wanted to keep our family united. | never 
once thought of making my children motherless. 
My upbringing, my conscience would never allow 
to hurt my wife & my children. Above all this is 
alsothe teachings of my religion. Allah would never 
have forgiven me for that. U were only a baby. 
How would u know things with indepth........ Only | 
know the truth, urmother knows the truth and 
Allah knows the truth......... 
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me but i read it.i would realy love to meet u but u 
hav jus had an operation and r recovering from it 
so u need rest. its only for the best that we dont c 
each other at this time. wen u r fully recovered we 
can meet. its a bit much for u travelling all that 
way on train. pls rest ok and we can make an 
arrangement wen u r fully recovered. plsdnt b 
upset about wotisay to on the phone, i was only 
asking you what was on my mind for the past and 
just wanted to see what you had to say........... 


(Me)........ | know there are a lot of questions to be 


asked by u & also by me. | also understand that u 
are an adult now & u look at things differently. U 
can ask me any question u want to.....U have a 
right to become angry too. That doesn't mean v 
should break up our relationship. V r human 
beings.V make mistakes. And u don't have to be 
sorry. If | get hurt over any matter | shall tell u 
without any fear that | have offened u or u have 
offended me. Same goes 4 u. If | have said 
anything than plz forgive me......... i wish i had a 
normal family......u take care and plsdnt b hurt by 
our conversation.lots of love........ 
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reading ur email that u wished u had a normal 
family life. | felt | failed u in this duty of mine. | 
wish | could turn the clock back & do things 
differently if it was to keep my family intact. | tried 
very hard before & after the breakup. But there 
was a brick wall which | couldn't penetrate. One 
thing | wish | had done was to have a bigger 
family. | always wanted a few more children. | love 
children. | crave to listen to my own child saying 
"Abajie" to me& spend all my time with them. If u 
rememberi did do that. | crave to give advice, help 
&guidence to my children. | would love to hold & 
care for my grandchildren (when they arrive one 
day hopefully). It all seems like a distant dream 
now.Plz don't get upset with what | have written. 
We have to acceptwhat has happened & carry on 
with life....... 


(Me)...... Remember this (referring to photo on 
Page 247). We went to Lake District with Uncle 
Harjit & his family just two weeks before | was 
kicked out of home. The pictures u will see, & I'll 
send ua couple more, r my treasured possession. 
They have been on my table or by my bedside since 
May 1991.Now u tell me some exciting incident in 
ur life PUntil next time, take care. Lovingly, Abajie 
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FATE: 


AT sometime between our correspondences the 
word ‘fate’ was mentioned. This was my simple 
explanation of fate; ‘There r many images of fate. 
Fate is in many forms. Fate is nobody. Fate is 
everybody. On personal level, if something we do 
goes well we often forget fate. If that something 
goes wrong we blame fate’. 


(Above email & texts scripts have been left in 
original form, i.e. in internet language). 


THEN Az’ya decided not to carry on with contact 
with me because she said that her mother would 
get upset. It occurred to me how bizarre it was for 
a grown up woman to say such a thing to her 
father. Was it acceptable behaviour for this family 
to meet strangers and corrupted outsiders without 
upsetting their mother? Meeting the father is a 
different kettle of fish? Strange behaviour to say 
the least? We met briefly again in February 2009 
in Manchester Royal Infirmary when she came to 
the hospital where Abajie, her Dadaji, lay dying. | 
was inwardly very emotional and overwhelmed. | 
thought at the most she does have love for her 
blood relations even though it was a trickle of 
love. During this visit we had a little disagreement 
which did not go very well between us. My 
fatherly instinct could not help giving her a piece 
of harmless advice. She did not take it kindly, and 
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then | never saw her again. This proved her lack of 
knowing and understanding of father daughter 
relationship. She could not handle my advice and 
she left me standing stunned in the hospital 
corridor, and as she left she uttered these words, 
“It can’t take this”. She was oblivious to a father’s 
duties and | on the other hand was oblivious to the 
fact that in her eyes, | was not her father. | bowed 
down again with an apology along with a gift but 
she never responded. Like her older sister, Lillie, 
she did not invite me to her wedding. But | still 
wish her the best in life. My poor baby Az’ya has 
suffered a fair share of trauma from very early in 
life. As a child, in a short spate of time she suffered 
minor accidents that children sometimes have at 
home. Firstly, on Tuesday 1oth June, 1986, at 10.00 
a.m., she banged her chin on the back of a chair 
causing a superficial injury under her lip. She was 
three years old. Secondly, on Saturday 15t October, 
1988, a sudden gust of wind abruptly closed the 
back kitchen door catching her finger causing an 
injury to the tip of her left middle finger. She was 
five years old. 


Surgery for Az’ya and Fist full of my hair 
dislodged from my scalp 


ON specific instructions from her ‘Holy Man’ and 
without consulting me, Shahnaz decided to have 
Az’ya’s tonsils surgically removed — a baseless 
operation. By this time, to have a sensible 
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discussion with Shahnaz was just out of question. 
My objections, if any, were met with highly 
charged ireful retaliatory reaction. Opening of my 
mouth was like fuel to fire so to speak. On 
previous occasions the wrath of Shahnaz was 
unleashed on my ever suffering scalp. My loss was 
Shahnaz’s gain with a fist full of my hair. So, in an 
effort to maintain a level of peace and tranquility 
in the home, my poor baby had no choice but to 
suffer unwanted foreign intervention to her pure 
and clean body. Az’ya remembers this particular 
occasion very well, and how | would not leave her 
alone in the hospital overnight. | put down my 
bedding on the floor by her side for the night. And, 


finally on 10% May, 1991, a major trauma, she lost 
the shadow of father’s protection. She was six 
years old. Strong in character as she is, she seems 
to have pulled through all this remarkably well. 


AFTER separation our first meeting was at the 
Police Club. During the meeting | was overcome by 
emotions and cried. To my horror Az’ya was 
emotionless. But, | am glad we met. At least | 
know what she looked like in 2006. Before this 
meeting if we had crossed paths | certainly would 
not have recognised her. 


This would have been another monumental tragic 
twist attached to our lives. 
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| WOULD like to share a few cherished photos 
below and on the next page: 


My Beautiful Simba Ndogo(1984); Az’ya (1991), last photo in my 
presence 





Az’ya (2006), when we eventually met again, Police Club 
Manchester. And, Az’ya first camera shot, Snowdonia 
(1988) 
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Our last and final Eid-ul-fitr together (1991). 11 Beech Grove, 

Fallowfield. Manchester. Shahnaz was missing, she didn’t want to join 
us because of her secret final solution awaiting us in a few days’ time; 
breakup of the family. At this time all of us were totally oblivious of 





Post my Eviction in 1991 Karachi 1987 Lillie & Mohammed 
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Chapter 4 
Kenpa iis 
‘Paradise on Earth’ 
The beautiful land, which 


The Sun clatmed for itself. 


How it became our homeland. 


Kilimanjaro and the tall gentle Giraffe 
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sates At that moment | could almost feel that Kenia 


was to me what the sacred stone of Mecca is to the 
faithful who have wandered from distant lands, 
surmounting perils and hardships that they might 
but kiss or see the hallowed object, and then, if it 
were God’s will, die.” (Early in 1883 a European 
explorer to Kenya wrote this view of the country; 
from the book, “The Lunatic Express’ by Charles 
Miller.) When | performed Umra in 1984 | was 
fortunate enough to kiss the stone seven times at 
close quarters after numerous twaaff of the Kabaa. 
The sacred stone is the black stone embedded in a 
corner of the holy Kabaa and revered by all 
Muslims. 


Map of Kenya 
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Kilimanjaro and me (1964) 


January 1964, Course 68 
Outward Bound Mountain 
School 


Loitokitok 

Kenya 

Tayakenya atop the cave & 
Kilimanjaro in the background 


-=> Kilimanjaro 





Kilimanjaro and elephant family 
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Self performs Umra 1984, Mecca, Saudi Arabia. 





. 


Oh Kenya, you are the land in the sun, focal point 
on the planet earth, straddling the equator. From 
Lake Victoria to the Indian Ocean, you bring joy 
and happiness to all living beings nurturing 
everyone’s dream of pristine paradise. 

Tayakenya Harambe (1999) 
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Events from early 1800 

OUR family tree starts with Dadi’s (my paternal 
Great-grandmother) parents. Records show that 
Dadi was born in Rawalpindi in 1847 in the era of 


Everyone’s Dadi, my paternal great-grandmother, Nairobi and My 
maternal great-grandmother, whom | met in Abbottabad in 1964. 
This is house of Mami Iqbal’s parents; with Mami Iqbal’s brother. 


Sead) Joos 
Sore Zot Sapternner 1057 
Dried — Dok Febery 1859 





last bastions of the great Mughal Empire. She was 
the daughter of Mr Abdulla Khan and Mrs 
Maryam Jaan, my great-great-grandparents. Not 
much is known about them except that they were 
both from Kabul (in Afghanistan) from the Durani 
clan and in 1837 they moved to settle in 
Rawalpindi (British India). The family tree starts 
with our recorded lineage from Asia; thereafter 
from 1897 onwards it is all about life in Africa, 
more precisely in Kenya, our homeland. 
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| HAVE been fortunate to have also met my 
maternal great-grandmother who was also born in 
the late 1800. On a visit to Pakistan in 1963/4 | 
paid a visit to Abbotabad. Abbotabad and 
Rawalpindi are two places where as far as we 
know, a number of my distance maternal (Naniji) 
relatives live. Sadly there is no trace of our 
paternal relatives in the sub-continent. In 1964 | 
met my maternal great-grandmother with whom | 
had the privilege of spending about seven days. A 
simple rural lady who | thought possessed 
features like the people from the steppes of 
Central Asiatic heartland of Mongolia due to a 
nasal operation. | remember she prepared special 
meal of chapattis made of barley wheat flour— 
‘bajraeyki roti’. 


MENTION Africa and straight away it evokes the 
atmosphere of intrigue, suspense, passion and 
romance and much more in one’s mind. Every 
person who has set foot on ‘The Dark Continent’ 
will support this characterisation with emotion. So 
true. Europeans gave this name to Africa before 
they started to explore and exploit it. It was not 
dark; people had been already living on it for 
millions of years before. Before the arrival of 
Europeans, pre-1800s, the Arabs, who were the 


To, Abajie with Love 128 


first en-masse rulers of this part of the planet, had 
already set up a lavish cosmopolitan lifestyle 
where people of all nationalities from around the 
world mingled together for commerce and 
recreation. If you had the privilege to be born 
there, the hair on the back of your neck stands 
with intense surge of blood rushing through your 
veins about the trueness of these words 
mentioned at the start of this paragraph, as one 
has experienced these emotions at first hand. 
That is Africa for me, with East Africa the pulsating 
heart of civilization, Kenya in the midst of it. 


| WAS one of the lucky ones to be born on its soils 
and brought up breathing its unique wild 
fragranced air and nourished with organically 
produced fruits and vegetables of numerous 
varieties, which are rightly termed exotic foods 
and fruits of paradise. Suffice to say East Africa 
possess such natural magnetism that historians, 
scientists, researchers and documentary makers 
have left no stone unturned to delve deep into its 
creation and what it can offer to the rest of the 
world. Till now this trend continues. The mystery 
of the creation of Kenya from its depths to the 
highest point continues to baffle scientists. Every 
speck of its mass: from its terrain, its physical 
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geography, its weather, its people, its wildlife, its 
flora and fawn has gone under the ‘surgeon’s 
knife’ with intense scrutiny. Kenya is also a haven 
for tourists from all over the world looking to 
experience the wilderness and paradise all on one 
very costly ticket. It makes me proud as | had all 
this at my doorstep. 


| WAS born in the mid-1940s Kenya. Kenya was a 
colony of the British Empire which was part of 
British East Africa. East Africa consisted of Kenya, 
Uganda, Tanganyika and Zanzibar and Pemba and 
Lamu Islands. Nairobi was the administrative 
headquarter controlling these countries and 
considered the capital city until these countries 
started attaining self-rule and independence from 
the British colonial rule. This started to happen in 
the early 1960s when ‘The Wind of Change’ (term 
coined by Harold MacMillan, Prime Minister of 
United Kingdom, as former colonies started 
attaining independence from British colonial rule) 
was sweeping through Africa. Collectively these 
countries enjoyed and were privileged to possess 
a diversity of a multi-cultural, multi-religious and 
multi-racial environment. We all lived happily and 
with every one enjoying the lavish lifestyle set up 
by the British administrative machinery controlled 
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from Downing Street and Westminster in London. 
‘London’ to say the least was perceived as the 
mother country of all the peoples living under the 
banner of the Union Jack. The banner of the 
Empire of Great Britain, ‘The Empire on which the 
sun never set’. In a twenty four hour rotation of 
the earth around the sun, the sun shone on a 
country that flew the Union Jack. This term was 
coined to explain that Britain possessed control of 
foreign countries right across the globe. Attaining 
independence from Britain changed the whole 
intrinsic spectre of the world. This change was to 
have profound effect on the human population. 
When people from independent colonies moved 
to the mother country, Britain, we all became 
subjective immigrants as opposed to economic 
immigrants e.g. people from India, Pakistan and 
other commonwealth and non-commonwealth 
countries, who actually leave their countries and 
families behind to earn a living in foreign 
countries. We were subjects of the monarch of 
United Kingdom to whom oath of allegiance was 
declared. Our patriotism was measured by our 
respect for the head of state, who so ever 
happened to be the British monarch of the time. 
During those times we had to stand every time 
Rule Britannia was played at the beginning and 
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end of every film in every cinema hall and theatre 
throughout East Africa and other British colonies. 


OUR families did not move to Britain to earn 
money and send it back home to families left 
behind. We came ‘home’ to United Kingdom to 
stay. First generation people are always deemed 
as economic migrants. We were not economic 
migrants. We were second, third or fourth 
generation people born in Africa under the 
protection of Great Britain. After the colonies 
attained independence everyone was free to 
make their choice of where to settle. For various 
reasons from socio-political to socioeconomic my 
parents left a lifestyle behind, which was never 
forgotten, to move to the United Kingdom. We all 
dream of going back to our homeland one day. 


IN East Africa we all mingled together irrespective 
of different beliefs and faiths. There was a 
common respect for each other. On Muslim Eid 
everybody joined in to celebrate in the festivities. 
Similarly on Diwali and Christmas the whole of 
East Africa banded together with the rest of the 
world to celebrate these religious and cultural 
occasions. The government also acknowledged 
these festivals by declaring public holiday on each 
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and every occasion. Every family treated the other 
as their own family. Hence the atmosphere of 
safety, security and calmness prevailed which 
resulted in thriving, happy and healthy living. 
Building these nations from foundation up was 
the challenge taken by everyone. The result was, 
it could possibly be said, “state of the art living” 
for that era and period in the entire history of the 
world. It could be perceived that Kenya was at the 
hub of this affluent and posh lifestyle attaining 
very high standards equal to none around the 
globe. Although rivalry also existed between 
communities but that were on the sports fields of 
East Africa. 


RACIAL tensions did not exist as we know of it 
now because we all lived within our boundaries of 
beliefs and wealth and without infringing religious 
beliefs or monetary muscle on others or setting 
up class division. Everyone respected and obeyed 
the law and the rules and regulations which 
applied to one and all without prejudice. A less 
wealthy household was free to enjoy all the 
indoor as well outdoor activities that Africa could 
offer in as much as the wealthy household could 
enjoy, e.g. go for picnics in the same forest and 
same jungles, swim in the same beach irrespective 
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of race or gender, shop in the same shopping 
outlets, etc. Although, it was accepted, that for 
peace and harmony a borderless division was 
necessary between the three main communities; 
African, Asian and European. This was readily 
accepted by everyone. The lifestyle was based on 
common sense, unity and love for one another. 


AFRICA allowed it to be grappled by foreign 
powers, but, when the time of expelling the 
foreign powers came it got rid of them, may it be 
at some cost. But while it lasted the going was 
immeasurably good - it was paradise on earth. 
That paradise however, can never be lost. It’s still 
there thankfully. And, this time based more on 
equality for everyone irrespective of race, colour 
or creed, on the platform of democratic values. 


| HAD a very happy upbringing. | was born in 
respectable and revered families from both sides. 
Both my grandparents were well respected in the 
communities within East Africa. Both had 
achieved high ranks in their vocations in the 
British Colonial service, which was considered an 
achievement in those times. Both were 
recognised by the British Government for services 
rendered to the advancement of their countries. 
Both were awarded service medals and 
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achievement ribbons by the British government 
(Page 157). 


| CAN categorically say both my grandparents 
deserve a special mention in the annals of East 
Africa and its railways. They were members of the 
pioneering team that built the East African 
Railways. Their efforts played a small part in larger 
development of civilization, and in laying down 
the foundations on which today’s Kenya, Uganda 
and Tanganyika (Tanzania) were built. | personally 
consider myself unique in the sense that only in 
very rare cases, families from the subcontinent 
who had settled in Kenya, had both parents born 
in Africa in early 1900s and then subsequent 
children born in Africa became the new tribe of 
Africa — the brown Africans. Thereby my siblings 
and | are legally Africans by birth. Almost every 
tribe settled in Kenya today is descendants of 
migrating tribes. There still are tribes of nomadic 
life style, who move from one place to the other 
with all their possessions, so that their livestock 
can feed on fresh pasture. 


Dadaji_and Dadi (Paternal grandpa and _great- 
grandma) 

MY paternal grandfather, Babu Ghulam 
Mohammed, Esq. (born in mid-1880, henceforth 
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addressed as ‘Dadaji’) was a good communicator 
in English having attained a good education in 
India. He was born in a house of educationalists. 
His father, my great-grandfather (Dadi’s husband) 
was ‘hafiz’ of The Koran, meaning he knew the 
whole Koran by heart. On arriving in Kenya my 
great-Dadaji set up the first school in Makindu for 
children - local as well as children of the new 
arrivals from India - to learn to recite The Koran. 


IN the late 1880 Dadaji started working with 
British merchant navy which took him to places 
far and wide firstly to Scotland then up to the 
coast of Baltimore in the U.S.A. In 1897 he joined 
this new venture commissioned by the British to 
build the Railways in East Africa which brought 
him to Kenya. He was the first non-European to 
achieve the post of a train driver. In those days 
this post was reserved for the Europeans only. 
When he died in 1950, in his will he donated one 
of his houses to the community to be used as a 
health dispensary which is fully operational in 
Nairobi today. He was my great-grandparent’s 
only son. 


DADAJI came to Kenya in 1897 on his own first but 
was soon joined by his parents. His mother, our 
great-grandmother (Dadi) travelled along with the 
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railway into the heart of Africa. When she arrived 
in Nairobi her home was in her own tent pitched 
up every night along the railway line, as was for all 
the other rail workers from senior staff to the 
general workers, in the wilderness of Africa. Dadi 
was Called ‘mama ya railway’ (Swahili), translated 
‘mother of the railway’. She was awarded a free 
lifetime travel pass on the East African railways 
system. In late 1890 she happened to be the first 
Brown woman to come and settle in the interior 
of Kenya. She was blessed with a long life, 113 
years, and she was_- everybody’s Dadi 
(grandmother). 


IN October 1955 when she was 108 years old 
Dadi’s grandchildren held a birthday celebrations 
in her honour in Nairobi. 


IT was attended by guests from all walks of life 
which also included the General Manager of the 
East African Railways and Harbours — a top post in 
East Africa at that time - his wife and numerous 
other very important people from the Railways. 
The General Manager was answerable to the 
British Government directly on the wellbeing of 
the East African countries from political to non 
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political issues. His job was to implement British 
Government’s colonial policies. 


Dadi’s birthday event was reported in the 
prestigious railways periodical. Image of article in 
East African Railways & Harbours Magazine: 
October 1955, Volume 2 — 5, reproduced next 
pages: 

Caption of the photograph: 

Mr. Kirby, the General Manager’ and 
Departmental Heads were recently invited to take 
tea with an Asian lady who had reached the age of 
108. Next to Mr. Kirby is Mr. Mohammed Amin, 
Staff Clerk, District Engineers, Uganda, back, left, 
Mr. Mohammed Afzal, a Locomotive Driver (this 
print is erroneous: it should be Mr. Mohammed Latif, 
a Telephone Engineer), and, back right, Mr. 
Mohammed Usuf, now a_ Health Inspector, 
previously a Railway Guard. All are grandsons of 
Mrs. Ahmad. A speech of welcome, given by Mr. 
Mohammed Ameen is printed in full beneath and 
reveals a long family history of loyalty and service 
from the time of the Uganda Railway to the 
present. 

(Welcome speech by Tayaji. Image on page 139; 
speech copied on page 140.) 
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H during: 1947 anid evttled here, 
Naixeli daring 1950-ar the age 
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(The Speech by Tayaji) 
“MR. KIRBY, MRS. KIRBY, 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, 


It is a great pleasure and honour to the family of 
late Mr. Ghulam Mohammed and | on behalf of 
the family welcome you at this occasion to meet 


my grandmother who is now in her z09¢h year. 


| would like to thank you all and in particular Mr. 
and Mrs. Kirby and other heads of departments 
for honouring us by accepting our invitation and 
making this party a success. 


| would like to mention in brief the history of this 
family. My father, late Mr. Ghulam Mohammed, 
along with my grandfather Hafiz Said Ahmad and 
my grandmother, arrived at Mombasa in 1897 on 
engagement with the Uganda Railways which was 
at that time in the course of construction, as a 
locomotive fireman. 


The railhead at that time was at Mackinnon Road 


about 40 miles from the coast. My father served 
the Railways for about 42 years. Retired during 
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1947 and settled here. He died in Nairobi during 
1950 at the age of 75 years. 


My grandmother is the first Asian lady to arrive at 
Nairobi when the City of Nairobi consisted of a few 
railway construction tents only. She had been 
moving all the time on construction trains with the 
railhead. 


| have pleasure to mention that since 1898 the 
family of Mrs. Hafiz Said Ahmad have maintained 
a continuous chain of services with the East 
African Railways. 


| have also great pleasure to mention that the 
construction of this railway which my father joined 
during late last century at the coast, | had the 
honour of working on it and to see its final 
completion over 1,000 miles in the far west end of 
Uganda during the middle of this century. 


It will give you surprise, ladies and gentlemen, to 
know the interest and well wishes of my 
grandmother towards the railways who travelled 
twice to Uganda and once by road from Kampala 
to the Headquarters of the Western Uganda 
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Extension Construction to see me, and her great- 
grandchildren at Kibrara and always expressed the 
desire of seeing the completion to its ultimate 
terminus. 


It will remain on the records of the Railways that 
this is the family who have been linked from the 
start of construction of the Uganda Railways up to 
its completion over 1,000 miles in the far end of 
Western Uganda.” 

End 


WHEN | was born she was already past her 100th 
birthday and the only major debility she suffered 
with was the complete loss of sight in both her 
eyes, otherwise she was as healthy as a fiddle. She 
was graceful, beautiful and very knowledgeable 
lady. She was like a matriarch. | remember she 
could walk all around the house by touching the 
wall. She could tell who had come in by 
recognizing the sound from the footsteps. 


SHE loved smoking hookah, a Middle Eastern 


smoking vessel. | remember all the great- 
grandchildren fighting over the right to prepare it. 
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The tobacco was placed on burning pieces of 
charcoal placed in a top funnel like holder and 
filling up the bottom water reservoir which made 
gurgling sound when she inhaled the smoke. Her 


Dadaji’s house Aladina Road, Nairobi: Dadi (sitting middle) flanked by 
two grand-daughters sitting middle, three grand-daughters-in-law 


and three great-grand-daughters. r—l: Umiji (my mum), Baji Pussy, 
Phoophi Hafeez, Dadiji, Tayiji Kango, Rui, Phoophi Amina, Chachi 
Hafeez, Baji Lily (c1956). 





hookah was a meter tall slim tubular structure, 
which would stand upright with a funnel like 
holder on the top-end and the bulging pot like 
base which had that gurgling water in it. | 
remember when | was about four she would have 
my cousins and me swallow a raw egg each 
almost every day. She would instruct ‘Baba’ (Old 
Man), also known as ‘Mama’ (Uncle) (Inset Page 
139) who was Abajie’s maternal uncle, to guide us 
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to swallow the egg. Mama was an elderly man, 
single, he was deaf and we had to shout really 
hard in his ears to be heard. He passed away in his 
80s, in London on Tuesday 2™ May, 1972. He was 
born in British India in the 1890s, spent most of 
his life in Kenya. In 1970s he came to live in 
England. Dadi said that this ritual of raw egg 
swallowing would make us strong and healthy. 
She would also have our ears dewaxed by 
instructing Baba to pour drops of warm olive oil in 
them. By the late 1950s she had become quite 
frail. When my father had moved out of the family 
house she often came to stay with us. In the 
evening she would love to sit in the front porch. 
She used to say, “I can’t see but | can hear. | love 
listening to the sound of the passing cars.” During 
those days there would only be a few cars so the 
noise from the passing cars would not be a 
nuisance. | was a healthy strong lad and | 
remember | would lift her up in my arms to take 
her to her bed or if she felt like walking she would 
hold my hand to guide her to bed as she was not 
familiar with our house. It was a privilege to spend 
time in the company of a wise old matriarch. 


Nanaji (maternal grandfather 
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MY Nanaji, Haji Abdul Majid Khan, Esq. (born in 
c1880 in Swat, North West Frontier, British India, 
started work with the British Colonial railways of 
Uganda (that is how the East African Railways was 
known at that time) in 1898 from the bottom of 
the ladder. Because of his literacy prowess he was 
initially employed as a clerk’s assistant. He 
possessed exceptionally striking handsome 
statesmen like pushtoon features which radiated 
kindness, humbleness, and fluency of a man 
knowledgeable enough to give sound and 
balanced advice. My Naniji and | agreed that in his 
advanced years Nanaji and Jomo Kenyatta, apart 
from skin pigmentation, had some _ feature 
resemblances. He was self-taught man and when 
he completed his service he retired as Senior 
Permanent Way Inspector, despite opposition 
from some European Railway co-workers. This 
was another post which was solely reserved for 
British Europeans in the Colonial era. He had 
properties in Nairobi, Kenya and in Rawalpindi, 
Pakistan. During his lifetime he gave my Naniji a 
house as a gift which was situated in Eastleigh, 
Nairobi. It was let out so my Naniji would have her 
own private income. Nanaji’s wish was that she 
would not have to be dependent on anyone for 
sustenance after his death. This is mandatory 
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Islamic criterion of a wife’s entitlement — 


haqmehar. In addition she also inherits 1/gth of 
her deceased husband’s wealth. 


Nanaji on the Tehla (railway push trolley) c1918, inspecting rail track 


laying. The gun is for protection against attack from wildlife. (Pg 153) 
a a 





IN the 1960s, at the end of the month Naniji 
would go to her house to collect the rent. | 
remember going with her as it was an exciting 
outing for the whole family as Abajie would drive 
us there generally in the evening. It was good to 
have a chat with the tenants. 


THE rare photo on the next page was taken at the 
inauguration of the new model of the engine 
arriving in Nairobi. Both my grandparents were 
there at special invitation to receive it at Nairobi 
Railway Station. Both my grandparents came to 
Kenya in their late teens, and both had purpose 


built family homes in affluent areas of Nairobi 
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which at that time were only affordable to either 
Europeans sent to East Africa to manage the 


My grandparents with senior railways colleagues at Nairobi Railway 
Station: 2" from left Mr Ghulam Mohammed (Dadaji). Far right my 
young looking Nanaji, Haji Mr Abdul Majid Khan (Nanaji) (c1940) 





running of the country or successful businessmen. 
Both of my grandparents could afford houses 
because of their status. My maternal 
grandparents were one of the few people who 
owned a car at the time. Nanaji and Dadaji met 
during the construction of the Uganda railways 
early in the twentieth century. Nanaji being an 
orphan with no known siblings and Dadaji being 
the only son of Dadi, both immediately formed a 
very close life long relationship. During the change 
in religious beliefs whilst other community 
members shunned Dadaji, Nanaji did not allow his 
camaraderie with Dadaji to be affected in any 
way. Dadaji commented to Nanaji that one day in 
the future he would come back to Sunni Muslim 
beliefs. 
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IN the late sixties my father had a house built as 
well in Nairobi South ‘C’. We never got the chance 
to live in it as the decision was made for the 
family to move to the United Kingdom. Umiji paid 
special interest in its construction. | remember 
she chose the metal grills for the front windows. 
She wanted them in the design of a large fish. It 
turned out to be quite unique because no one 
could miss the directions to the house. All the 
visitor had to do was to look out for these special 
windows. The house was eventually disposed off 
in 1971. 


The house in Nairobi South ‘C’ whilst under construction 





Falling out of moving car and family cars 





THE incident | am going to share has become 
another classic tale within our family. It involves 
the Ford Hudson car (photopage 150) and me. In 
those days top speed most cars would clock was 
about 40 — 60 m.p.h. These were basic classic cars 
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with minimal gadgetry compared to today’s 
standards. Construction and quality of roads, 
although tarred, were also inferior in comparison 
to today’s standards. Road congestion was 
unheard of as there was hardly any traffic. 


ONE day about six o’clock in the evening in c1951 
whilst day light was still good we went for a drive 
towards Muslim Club in Park Road area. This 
incident happened in The Government Quarters 
vicinity. Most of us in the photo on Page 150 (No. 
1), except for maybe the Khalas (my aunties), 
were packed in the car like sardines. Bare Mamu 
(Uncle Inayat) was in the driving seat on the right 
side of the car. Nanaji was in the passenger seat 
on the left side, and Mamu Jamil crammed in the 
middle space. | was seated on Nanaji’s lap. We 
were all in jovial mood, laughing and joking, 
making silly suggestions making fun of each other. 
Nanaji being there we had to be careful and stay 
within our respectable behaviour as well. As a 
bend came in the road and Bare Mamu started to 
turn | felt a poke in my stomach. Mamu Jamil 
discreetly drove his finger in my stomach which 
made me fidgety and in an instant accidently hit 
the door handle with my elbow pushing it 
downwards which opened the door and the next 
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thing with gravity pushing me outwards | was 
flying out of the car, more like a dive. | was on the 
ground within an instant falling on the grass verge 
on the side of the road which cushioned my fall 
and rolled down into the rain water gutter which 
was not too deep and dry at the time. Luckily 
nothing serious happened. It must be said that 
this was my first lesson in diving. Thereafter 
everyone would tease me as a ‘Zamn the diver’. 

Some of the car makes and models, our families 
owned during various periods of time in Kenya: 

1.Ford Hudson, owned by Nanaji, c1940s 





Volkswagen Beetle, beige, KAJ 197. 
Owned by Bare Mamu. (1950s) 


3. Volkswagen Beetle, black, KFU 300, 
owned by Bare Mamu. (1960s) 


4. Ford Prefect, white, KFD 382, owner 
Abajie. (1960) 
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5. Peugeot 403 white KGM 47 owner Abajie 
(1962) 





6. Morris Minor, light blue, KBK 502. Owner 
Abajie but in my care. This was our last 
family car before moving to U.K. 1965. 





7. Renault 4TL, blue lagoon, KVQ 001, owner 
Lillie. Lillie collecting her first car in 
Gent, Belgium. Exported to Kenya (1979) 





8. Ford Cortina, red, owned by me. (1987) 


Nairobi - Mombasa Road (1987) 
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Magical Numbers 

NANAJI had a telephone in the house. At that time 
it was also rare for families to have a telephone in 
the house. What intrigued me about it was the 
telephone number. Like myself, | think Nanaji was 
fascinated by numbers with some sort of an 
attractive unforgettable sequence. His unique 
home telephone number was ‘Nairobi 55277’. It is 
an ingenious combination. Add two to five and 
the answer is seven. That is two fives in the 
beginning and two sevens in the end with that 
magic number two in the middle of the 
combination - easy to remember as well. 


TO receive mail he had a Post Box which also had 
a unique unforgettable number. A letterbox with 
a number was essential because letters arrived at 
the main Post Office in the city centre. There the 
mail was sorted out and put in the corresponding 
numbered pigeon hole with lock and key. We had 
to go to the main Post Office in Nairobi city centre 
to collect mail. Nanaji’s number, once again which 
was ingeniously set up was ‘3444’. The digit three 
followed by next numerical digit in the sequence 
which is four three times. Abajie’s box number 
was ‘1258’; and Mamu Rahmat’s box number was 


unforgettable ‘800’. (See Note 7, Page 281) 
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NANAJI was soft spoken and full of humility. He 
was always surrounded by people. He had come 
to be known by two different nicknames because 
of the respect people had for him. Although he 
was younger in age but some older people gave 
him the respect of a wise old person. People 
would address him either as ‘Miah’, meaning wise 
old man in this context. The name ‘Miah’ would 
play a big part in the future, almost after thirty 
five years would pass to bring us together with a 
very important person in Kenya (More about this 
in my chapter on memorable events). The other 
nickname was ‘Tehlewala’. This was derived from 
the position he held with the railways. As an 
inspector of railways in the front line he was 
always on the push trolley, ‘Tehla’ (in Urdu), 
inspecting the laying down of the sleepers and 
rails on which the trains ran. The trolley was 
pushed by men under his charge. Both names 
stuck with him throughout his lifetime. These days 
if people want to know which family | belonged to 
in Kenya, it is enough for me to say that | am the 
grandson of ‘Tehlewala’ and ‘Tehlewali’ as my 
Naniji was known. (Image of tehela Pg. 146 & 156) 


IN addition to his responsibilities of overseeing 


the construction of the railways he took over 
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security responsibilities during the First World 
War (1914-1918), against an attack from the 
Germans in the south who were in control of 
Tanganyika and the Italians from the north who 
were in control of Abyssinia (current day 
Ethiopia). He was inducted with the rank of 11131 
Hawaldar (Sergeant) Abdul Majid Khan in the 
Uganda Railway. His impeccable conduct earned 
him recognition with the British authorities 
earning him medals and ribbon. (Photo 157) 


NANAJI never, as far as | remember, missed his 
Friday juma prayers at the Jamia Mosque in 
Nairobi. In his advanced age his knees had 
become troublesome. He always walked with a 
walking stick. For the Friday prayer at the mosque 
he had a special spot which was reserved for him. 
He would sit outside on the left side seating area 
which was erected in the low perimeter wall in 
the courtyard as near as possible to the 
mainbuilding of the mosque (yellow marking in 
image of the mosque). In the Kenyan weather he 
did not want to sit inside. He would sit with his 
left leg folded across and his right leg resting on 
the floor. If | was with him | would always help 
him with putting on his lace less comfy shoes after 
the prayer service ended. Nanaji’s hair and 
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whiskers were always well groomed as seen in his 
photographs, attributed to regular visits from the 
barber. The family house was located in 
Parklands, a middleclass suburb of Nairobi; 
therefore, the barber would come to the house on 
his bicycle to ensure that Nanaji’s signature 
grooming remained intact. There was always a 
wooden dinning chair, which doubled as a 
barber’s chair, awaiting him in the main open air 
veranda where the clicks of his scissors then 
tookover. After the image in the hand held mirror 
confirmed Nanaji’s satisfaction, any of the boys 
around e.g. me, Mamu Jamil, Munir, my late 
cousin Amman - for the latter two a wooden plank 
was put across the arms of the chair to raise them 
- would be subjected to the same experience 
under the moderate heat of the tropical sun, 
which acted as lotion soothing our painful 


experience of losing our precious locks. 
Jamia Masjid, Nairobi. Note Nanaji’s spot left in yellow 
- “s Te a ro 
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HE encouraged me to read the Koran. Whenever | 
finished reading a soopara (chapter) he would 
give me a shilling. | completed reading all thirty 
sooparas of the Holy Koran in Arabic. One shilling 
in the 1950s was a lot of money. Nanaji’s passing 
away was my first major experience of feeling 
grief after death of a close member in the family. 
Nanaji was a Pathan through and through, right to 
the core. Pathans have world renowned 
reputation of being a proud, fearless and self- 
indulgence race of people. Once you form a bond 
of friendship and trust with a Pathan it is well 
known that he will put his life down in defending 
you. My cousin Nilofur, Bare Mamu’s daughter, 
happened to know that Nanaji’s favourite song 
was: ‘ye zindagi ke mele’ sung by Mohammed Rafi 
from film ‘Mela’. YouTube link to this song: 
https://www. youtube.com/watch?v=3TNiOLjXZ 
Cl 


Me ona ‘Tehla’, enacting Nanaji’s working conditions (Pg. 153) 
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Nanaji’s autograph 


VIE CS 


‘aes Ne 


Nanaji’s Service medals and ribbon Reverse side (Pages 135, 154) 





The Khan clan with friends. Nanaji’s house, Matama Lane, 5th 
Avenue, Parklands. Nairobi. 24 August 1955. The Khan clan with 
friends. Nanaji’s house, Matama Lane, 5‘ Avenue, Parklands. 
Nairobi. 24 August 1955. 





ee ————s 
i» 21s Birthday party @ Sth Avenue Parkiands nairott 24 (celir 277) Au 
+ claw Le frimundar 
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My Naniji and | (1951) Karachi 





by Uncle Manone 


My Naniji and | with friends. On safari to Makindu (1954) 





Dbylncie Rabmat (swing, see page 94) 





My Great-grandnanaqji, Malik Muhammad Shafi, Esq. 
Photo taken in British India (mid 1900s). My Great- 
grandnaniji; Ghulam Fatima (Died 6.1.1971, aged 
100yrs), Pakistan 
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Loving caring Kauser; revered with a 
quintessential place in my life (Page 48) 
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Chapter 5 


Snowdonia, Wales. Lillie, Mohammed & Az’ya (1988) 
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Sharing 
Sflemories 


A mobile gas fired tandoor in operation at a party at a friend’s house 
in Ottawa (2009). My childhood tandoori naan preparing skills learnt 
from Naniji. Naniji’s charcoal tandoor in Nairobi had wider opening, 
buried in the ground with metal lid to cover it.(Page 91) 





Mohammed in the Chess group at Denton West End PrimarySchool. 
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MY parents named me Qamar and | named Lillie 
with the same name, spelt differently though, 
thus Kamar. It is an Arabic word. It is common for 
Muslims to derive names from the text in The 
Koran. This name is applicable to both genders. 
This Arabic word means moon. In Urdu poetry 
moon is referred to as ‘Chanda Mama’ (Uncle 
Moon), masculine connotation; and in Arabic 
speaking world to a larger extent it has feminine 
connotation. Tayakenya Harambe is my Kenyan 
African Swahili name meaning ‘Light of Kenya’. 


MY ancestors are originated from the Pathan 
peoples of the sub-continent of Central Asia. Our 
roots and clanship is now in Kenya because we are 
fourth generation Kenyans, which makes us one 
of the 44 tribes of Kenya, whereby my paternal 
great-grandparents are buried in Kenya (our first 
generation Kenyan). 


Burials 

PATERNAL: great-Dadaji, Haji Qari Said 
Mohammed, in Makindu; great-Dadiji, Saab Jaan 
Khanum Bibi (aka Dadi) in Nairobi, died aged 113 
years; Dadaji, Ghulam Mohammed, Esq. buried in 
Nairobi; Dadiji (my Abajie’s mother, name 
unknown) buried in Ludhiana, India. She passed 
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away quite early in life leaving six young children 
behind who were cared by Dadi (great- 
grandmother). 


MATERNAL:- Nanaji, Haji Abdul Majid Khan, Esq. 
born in British India, orphaned at 3 or 4 years of 
age in Rawalpindi, buried in Nairobi; Bari-Naniji, 
born in British India, buried in Nairobi; Naniji, Mrs 
Sakina Begum, buried in Manchester (U.K.). 


My sotn birthday cake (1996), map of Kenya showing places of birth 
of Abajie, (Makindu), Umiji (Turbo) and me (Nairobi). 





BOTH my parents and | were born in Kenya. Abajie 
(dad), Late Mohammed Latif, Esq. (16"? July, 1916 


= 6" February, 2009), was born in a town called 
Makindu, Southern Kenya, and he is buried in 
Manchester; my Umiji (mum), Mrs Sugra Begum 
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(née Khan), was born in a small Kenyan railway 


out post called Turbo, Western Kenya (a January 
1927 — 21% March 2018); | was born in Nairobi 
Maternity Hospital, Nagara (DOB sth February, 
1946). 


CITIZENSHIP 
| HOLD dual nationalities: Kenyan by birth and 


British by naturalization. Uniquely, because of me, 
my children are automatic holders of dual 
nationalities: British and Kenyan. In common with 
President Obama, they are all Kenyans without 
being born in Kenya. Incidentally, the surname 
‘Rajput’ was adopted by my father because he 
liked its historical background — a well-respected 
but fearless warrior clan from the sub-continent. 


Memorable moments in Kenya 

WE grew up learning the following languages 
which we learnt to speak, read or write when 
communicating with people in the house or 
amongst friends, relatives and servants. 


This is how it was accomplished: 
1. Punjabi was spoken mainly amongst 
family members, relatives and Punjabi 
speaking friends. 


2. Urdu was learnt as a vernacular language 
taught in school and enhanced by reading 
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Urdu material and watching Indian and 
Pakistani movies. 


3. Swahili was mainly learnt from our 
servants, ayahs, written material and 
music. 


4. Hindi and Gujrati was acquired by 
listening and vaguely spoken with friends 
of Hindu and Gujarati descent. 


5. Arabic was taught at home or at madrasa 
in local mosque so that we could read the 
Muslim holy book ‘The Koran’ and be able 
to write Arabic. We used to attend 
madrasa on Sunday mornings to learn to 
read the Koran taught by the local Imam. 
Strangely Arabic was never taught with 
meaning so we were never able to 
communicate in Arabic. The only Arabic 
most of us could understand was limited 
possibly to just two phrases; greetings 
and salutations (as mentioned at the 
beginning of this book). 

6. English was learnt because it was deemed 
to be the language of the colonial 
masters, and essential to acquire its 
absolute knowledge, and that too in the 
style of ‘The Queen’s English’. The school 
curriculum was predominantly English. 
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Our mind-set was tuned to believe that 
our whole future depended on our 
mastery of English language — oral and 
written. 


7. Spanish, because since 2002 | have been a 
regular visitor to Spain, | have picked up 
just enough to get by. 


FAMILIARIZATION of these languages got a further 
boost by us watching Indian and English movies. 
In the fifties and sixties East Africa was a big 
market for the moving picture industries from 
both the east and the west of this planet. Kenya 
possessed some the most modern and state of 
the art cinema theatres in the world. Here are 
names of some of the cinemas. | am sure these 
names will evoke nostalgic memories of the 
bygone days with the older generation readers of 
my essays. 


URDU/HINDI (Indian) Cinemas in Nairobi: Shan 
(Page 184), Odeon, Embassy, Liberty Pangani, 
Green Cinema and Globe. All immaculately 
constructed for comfort and safety. 


ENGLISH Cinemas in Nairobi: the luxurious 20° 
Century, the posh Kenya Cinema (Page 174), 
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Ambassador, Cameo, Playhouse, Empire Theatre, 
Theatre Royal and Capitol Cinema. 


Imperial cinema in Mombasa showed both English 
and Indian films. 


KENYA also had drive-in cinemas. There were two 
in Nairobi: 


(1) Thika Road Drive-In Cinema, which was 
situated on the west side of Nairobi; 


(2) Embakasi Road Drive-In Cinema, which 
was situated on the east side of Nairobi. 
Drive-In cinema would show — both 
languages films. 


Servants and Ayahs 

MY parents employed full time servant and ayah. 
They became part of the family. From the outset | 
would like to make it clear that servants were not 
treated like slaves. They received salaries, time 
off, annual holidays and they were provided with 
medical care and living quarters or allowance for 
accommodation per employment rules and 
regulations. They would also benefit from gifts 
and presents and extra sustainable rations. In so 
far as | know this gratuity was extended by my 
families and relatives to all the servants. 
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Happy in the arms of the Ayah 








Self, Ayah, Mamus: Jamil, Khalil, Rahmat, Ata, Nanaji’s Railway 
Quarters, Park Road, Nairobi 


KURIA was the first male servant | came to know 
of as soon as | was able to walk. Wanjiru was the 
female ayah who took care of the children. Their 
responsibilities were to help with daily chores 
around the house. They would often accompany 
us to school and back from school. The ayah 
would look after young children as if they were 
her own children. We would be happy in the arms 
of the ayah than in the arms of our mothers. We 
would become accustomed to African way of 
lifestyle and as | said earlier, our language with 
servants for communication was primarily Swahili. 
We would often share the African food prepared 
by them which was mainly ugali, sakumawiki, 
maraguway, mahindi (roasted maize on the cob) 
and drinking tea in a steel mug. Sakumawiki was a 
semi-fluid pasted dish with mixture of spinach and 
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mutton cubes. This was scooped out of the 
cooking pot with a small roll of ugali. But when we 
sneaked into the servants’ quarter machuzi was 
served ona metal plate. It tasted even better on it 
than china plate. Maraguway was a concoction of 
beans, mainly red kidney beans boiled with pinch 
of salt. We would all sit on low wooden stools 
gathered round the cooking pot containing 
machuzi which was cooked in pot on a jiko 
(charcoal fire stove). Kuria loved his waragi 
(homemade alcoholic brew). At the end of the 
month when he received his monthly salary he 
would disappear. Four or five days later he would 
be back in a pitiable state. He knew my father 
would scold him for this bad habit. He would have 
tears in his eyes and would swear he will stop 
indulging in drink henceforth. | cannot remember 
any occasion when his promise was withheld. 
Come month end the same scenario would be 
repeated. In 1952 — 1956 emergency was declared 
in Kenya due to an armed insurgency, known as 
Mau Mau, against British authorities by Kenyan 
freedom fighters. The Kikuyu tribe was deemed to 
be the main ‘perpetrators’. The British authorities 
started to detain all Kikuyu people. As Kuria was 
from this tribe, he was regularly detained. Abajie 
had to go to the detainees’ camp and secure his 
release. But he was very loyal, hardworking and 
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honest servant. He was part of the family. 
Wanjiru, female servant, the ayah, was also from 
the same tribe. At this moment two other persons 
deserve mentioning; Masau and Muli. Masau was 
from the Kamba tribe. He was another excellent 
trustworthy, honest and hardworking young man 
who was in the home of my Nanaji and Naniji. | 
think my grandparents had become attached to 
him and | often heard Naniji telling him that he 


was like a son. On Monday ar August, 1961, at 
8.10 p.m. Umiji, Kamal and | returned home after 
picking Rui from a friend’s house, Masau came 
running up to the car and said, “Mzee imepetia” 
(Swahili-“Old man has passed away’). He was 
crying his eyes out. We followed indoors and in 
that mist of gloom which had enveloped the 
house, an exceptionally rare great personality of 


20th century, my Nanaji, had peacefully fallen 


asleep forever. East Africa and Railways mourned 
alike. 





w on his final journey to be with his creator. 
- i> ~ 
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Finally, when Kuria had disappeared my father 
engaged a young man called Muli. He was with 
us for only a short period as couple of years after 
Kenya’s independence (December 1963) we were 
to leave for the United Kingdom. 

Miracle births 

IN 1968/70 when | went back to Kenya from 
England to get a commission in the Kenyan Army | 
stayed with Kahlo (Dr) Azam and Khala Zohra 
(henceforth known as Khala Baby) and their two 
sons, Irfan and Javed. Their daughter Shazia was 
born a little while later (Note 4, Page 277). | have 
the utmost respect and praise for the way they 
welcomed me into their home with open arms. 
The late Kahlo Azam was more like an elder 
brother and a friend. He was very humble down 
to earth man, soft spoken and in the habit of 
smoking a pipe. His favourite tin of tobacco was 
‘Erinmore’. In the sixties he was often posted to 
remote Kenyan outback areas as Chief Medical 
Officer, which would be a small town or a village. 
During school holidays | often used to go and 
spend time with him. This gave me _ the 
opportunity to explore more of my Kenya. | 
remember visiting him when he was medical 
officer in-charge in small towns called Fort Hall 
and Kitui. Life in these cool hilly towns was as laid 
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back as could be. All of the daily chores from visits 
to shops, surgeries, schools and friends could be 
done by walkabouts. One day when in Kitui he 
invited me to the hospital. The hospital in the 
outback was like a small family home with an 
operating room as big as a living room. But these 
facilities were well staffed, well equipped and 
immaculately clean. It was possible to see one’s 
own reflection in the shine of the polished floors. 
On this particular day he was going to perform a 
caesarean section. First, | had to dress up like the 
rest of the medical staff — white apron and face 
mask. The doors were closed, the few staff 
members, | think about four people including 
Khalu Azam took their positions, and the patient 
was lying on the very basic operating bed. The 
drama was going to unfold now. As the operation 
got under way, that is as Kahlo Azam made the 
first incision and blood started to trickle out of the 
patient’s body, Khalu Azam noticed | was getting 
pale and wobbly. He instructed one of the 
attendants to escort me out of the operating 
theatre. He could do without another casualty. | 
was later informed that the operation was 
successful. A healthy baby was born. In the same 
visit | witnessed another but quite a different way 
of a new baby’s arrival in this world. One evening 
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walking home after exploring the nearby pristine 
lush green semi-jungle terrain, suddenly there 
was a commotion amongst the other walkers, 
who were also returning home after finishing their 
daily work. Amongst the crowd walking home 
were a number of local African ladies, some 
carrying bundles of firewood on their backs and 
heads. The women suddenly gathered in a circle 
on the roadside. Lo and behold, in the middle of 
the crowd | heard sweet cries of a baby. There 
were scenes of joy and happiness, a baby being 
born in the most natural of the surroundings, and, 
to my relief a healthy baby. | was informed this 
kind of delivery was not unusual in these 
surroundings. 


NOW back to Nairobi, were Khala Baby’s kindness 
towards me cannot go without mention. In 
Nairobi she had a team of husband and wife 
servants to look after the house. 


ALFONSO was the man who we all relied on for all 
the daily household chores — from shopping to 
security. He was a gentleman, well-spoken and 
always well dressed. Khala Baby had trained him 
well into cooking all kinds of food. He could 
prepare excellent Indian dishes. Philomena, his 
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Two pre-1963 views of Nairobi city centre. The posh Kenya cinema 
(right middle, Page 166). In the background Nairobi railway station 





Above: Delamere Avenue, now known as Kenyatta Avenue 
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wife, would also be there whenever an extra pair 
of hands was needed. She looked after Khala 
Baby’s children (Photo below). 


Alfonso and Philomena Irfan, Philomena, Javed (1968) 





MY relationship with them was as easy going as 
possible. They were both routing for me to 
succeed in my endeavour to get a commission in 
the Kenya Army. They both witnessed the vigour 
with which | was preparing to pass the intake 
examinations, first for the Kenya Army then for 
the Kenya Air Force. My endeavours with Kenyan 
Armed Forces were inconclusive for reasons 
which will become evident later in my essays. 


THE whole infrastructure and the foundation of 
modern East Africa from ground level up were 
dependent on the railway system which came to 
be known as ‘The Lunatic Express’ (also a book by 
Charles Miller) or ‘The Lunatic Line’. The railway 
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was also known as ‘Chuma Nyoka’ in Kikuyu 
language meaning ‘Iron Snake’. 


BOTH my grandfathers were part of the team that 
set up the stock rolling through the wilderness of 
Africa. | remember Dadi and Nanaji often 
remembered the days when they arrived in Kenya 
when they had to live in tents, which were set up 
along the railway line at nightfall. They first had to 
endure a long sea journey from India to Mombasa 
in dhows. These journeys are recalled in a book 
entitled “We came in Dhows’. Dadi always 
recalled that Nairobi was just a swamp in the 
wilderness. The British establishment decided to 
make Nairobi a permanent headquarters because 
of the natural sweet water available here and the 
climate at approximately 5,900 feet above sea- 
level was temperate and healthy to live in. Within 
thirty years Nairobi transformed from wild bush 
to modern metropolis with the ingenuity and 
sacrifice of the local people and the foreign 
visitors who all wanted this land to be their home 
henceforth. Similar developments were to repeat 
throughout East Africa. 


FEW more members of my close family followed 
in the footsteps of both my grandparents and 
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joined the Railways to earn a living in various 
capacities, as follows: 


FROM Abajie’s side: eldest brother, Late Amin 
Ahmed, Esq. (whom we addressed as Tayaji) was a 
Senior Administration Officer; Late Mohammed 
Yusuf, Esq., brother, younger than Abajie was a 
railway guard and finally Late Afzal Khan, Esq. 
(whom we addressed as Chacha Ajo), youngest 
brother, was a senior engine driver. 


CHACHO Ajo (Photo inset Page 139) was a jolly 
fellow with a big heart. He possessed a very 
annoying habit of getting hold of the ear lobe and 
gently massaging it. He would do this to whoever 
was within his arm’s length. His posting took him 
to Mombasa were he had a home he shared with 
his wife from the coastal area. | was about five 
years of age when he took me and my late cousin, 
Bilo (Tayaji’s second son), on the train ride to 
Mombasa to stay with him for a few days. Nairobi 
to Mombasa is approximately 300 miles and 
would take about twelve hours by train. To avoid 
the heat of the day the train would leave Nairobi 
at dusk and arrive at the other end at dawn, and 
vice versa from the other side. As he was the 
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engine driver in charge of the train he allowed us 
to join him in the locomotive’s cabin. 


SITTING in the driver’s chair in the railway engine 
with your head just hanging out of the window 
was a unique experience; feeling the warm air of 
the savannah brushing your face and slipping 
through the hair and combining with the sound of 
the heavy churning of the engine’s parts, and the 
heat of the coal fire heating the water tank to 
produce the steam which made the engine move 
got blood in your body rushing through the veins 
at the same speed as the train. Every now and 
then his assistant, known as ‘Fireman’, would 
open the furnace’s steel door to shovel in the coal 
to keep the fire burning; and the rhythmic 
clanking of the steel wheels on the steel rail track 
playing a tune massaging the ear drums. It left a 
lifetime of unforgettable experience and 
impression on the mind; this concoction of sight 
and sound, enacting a rare drama in the African 
plains in the heydays of Imperial East Africa, thus, 
exhilarating your senses into a sensual paradox. 

FROM Umiji’s side: Eldest brother (younger than 
Umiji), Late Mohammed Inayat Khan, Esq. (whom 
we addressed as Bare Mamu) worked in the 
administration department. Bare Mamu was an 
excellent sportsman, having played representative 
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matches for Kenya and Sir Ali Muslim Club. He was 
also a top class athlete. His house was adorned 
with trophies he had won in athletics and sports. 
Umiji’s second eldest brother, late Mohammed 
Rashid Khan, Esq. (whom we addressed as Mamu 
Khani) was a locomotive engine driver. Mamu 
Khani was said to possess Herculean strength but 
he was average height of about 6ft. He had steely 
hands but he was softie at heart and very gentle 
and loving man. He died shortly after arriving in 
England on 3rd January, 1973. He was only 41 
years old. | was struck with grief for Mamu Khani 
and at his funeral | was hoping he would just by 
some miracle wake up from his sleep. He is also 
buried in the cemetery in Manchester. | 
remember in Parklands house, Nairobi, he had a 
pet Alsatian dog named Simba. | loved playing 
with it. | find that my cousin Kamran, Mamu 
Khani’s eldest son, carries an uncanny facial 
resemblance to his father — an almost carbon copy 
of Mamu Khani. 


Mission accomplished 

HERE is a short story of an exciting event which 
could only happen in Kenya. Main Characters of 
the story are Mamu Khani and |. Often, when he 
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took his train to Mombasa, which would leave 
Nairobi at around 6.45 p.m., he would ring home 
and ask Umiji to prepare an evening meal for him. 
It was understood that it was to be delivered at 
his place of work. This is what would happen. 


HIS call would give Umiji just about enough time 
to prepare a meal and then it would be delivered 
for him to have it sitting in his locomotive engine- 
more exciting | suppose. This was a cue for us to 
get into action; Abajie, Umiji and me. Timing of 
the operation was crucial and had to be carried 
out in utmost precision, otherwise Mamu Khani 
would have to go without a meal. 


UMIUI would prepare the meal; Abajie would then 
drive us to a specific point from where the train 
was going to pass by, called Dagoretti Corner. At 
dusk when the train left Nairobi Station the light 
in the sky would be fading; the train at Dagoretti 
Corner would be slowing down to a trot because 
of a curve in the track which could not be taken at 
normal speed and also because of the safety of 
human population that lived close by the railway 
track. Before approaching this point and still not 
visible Mamu Khani would blow the engine 
whistle in a coded manner which indicated the 
train’s impending approach. With much 
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excitement and anticipation it would be my turn 
to get into action. 


AS the train passed by us in extremely slow speed 
(my safety was paramount therefore maintaining 
the train speed was crucial), | would stand by the 
track arm stretched out with the food container in 
my hand, Mamu Khani would be standing on the 
step of the engine leaning with one hand holding 
the rail and the other hand stretched out into 
which | would slip the food container called ‘disi’ 
(in Swahili) or tiffin. Then Mamu Khani would be 


Abajie,, Munir and me (far right). A sight to marvel — locomotive 





on his way into the bush trekking through the 
Kenyan wilderness, and | with Abajie and Umiji 
would drive back home through the brightly lit 
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streets of Nairobi, satisfied and elated. Mission 
accomplished; excitement over. As | said this 
could happen only in Kenya. This drama on the 
continent of Africa in the late 1950s and early 
1960s was repeated a few times. The spectators, 
my younger siblings, Roohi, Munir and Kamal sat 
in the back of the car enjoying this spectacle. 
Kamal though was still a baby. 


THE other members from Umiji’s side who joined 
the railways network were; Mamu Atta, Umiji’s 
forth brother, who worked in the workshop 
department as a technician, and, finally Mamu 
Jamil, Umiji’s youngest brother. He was training 
to become a locomotive engine driver, but, he 
had to cut his training short as he was moving to 
live in England and to join Mamu Ata and Mamu 
Khalil. A few years earlier both Mamus had 
already come to settle in the United Kingdom. 
Due to Mamu Khalil who in c1962, followed his 
close friend Abdul Salam, who was reading Civil 
Engineering in Leicester University but lived in 
Manchester near his paternal uncle, we all 
followed suit and made Manchester our adopted 
home. Abdul Salam’s father, Mr Ghulam Rasool, 
was an architect who also drew the plans of our 
house in Nairobi South ‘C’. 
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Great escape 

HOW do you resolve a potentially dangerous life 
threatening situation where you are surrounded 
and threatened by seven thugs; come out of this 
situation unharmed and unscathed; and very 
much intact without losing your life or property? | 
will tell how. However, if one does encounter such 
a situation it will be advisable not necessarily 
follow my example. Every situation should be 
handled at its own merit. 


WHEN | was a teenager in 1963, quite often on a 
beautiful sunny Saturday morning | took pride in 
walking from home in Parklands to Nairobi city 
centre. | would take a shorter route through 
Nairobi City Park towards Shan cinema then over 
the dry Nairobi River bed behind this cinema and 
finally pass across River Road into city centre. This 
river bed was about 125 meters from bank to 
bank. It was only accessible during the dry season 
as it would be reduced to a stream which would 
be crossed by stepping on a few permanently 
lodged boulders in the river bed. The walk from 
home to city centre would take me about an hour. 
In the city centre | would meet up with Chacha Ajo 


near 2oth 


Century cinema, and then as we sat in 
the Coffee House next to the cinema, Abajie 
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would join us or on occasions Chacha Ajo’s friends 
or bump into Khalo (Justice) Saeed Cockar sitting 
with colleagues from the legal circle. 


AS was the tradition my drink order was reserved; 
a glass of cold milk without sugar served in a large 
glass tumbler. The fresh milk from Kenyan cows 
fed on the lush green grass had a sweet enough 
taste without adding sugar to it. This glass of milk 
would invariably refresh me after that walk in the 
energizing hot equatorial sun. 


Shan Cinema (Page 166) 


—. 








Pa 


ON one beautiful Saturday | was inevitably going 
to be left with a memorable episode. Having 
arrived at the dry river bank | noticed the crossing 
was quiet and no one there making the crossing. | 
stopped to debate if | should take a moment and 
wait for some more people attempting to make 
this crossing, | could join the group rather than do 
it alone. Crossing alone could render me exposed 
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to attack from muggers or robbers. This crossing 
did have a reputation of insecurity. 


| COULD see a crowd of people on the other side 
going about their normal routine. | thought as 
long as there are people on the other side it 
should be safe to make this crossing. Against my 
better judgement and not wanting to be late for 
my rendezvous with Chacha Ajo | proceeded to 
cross the valley. Halfway to the other side | saw a 
group of about seven dark skinned Kenyan 
compatriots of mine coming towards me. Instantly 
my safety became my priority. | kept on walking 
towards the group, trying not to show fear but at 
the same time trying to devise an escape plan if 
anything abnormal happened. | observed the 
group was coming towards me in single file with 
small gaps between them. The tallest person, 
about 5’ 9” tall, a burly fellow, was in the 
forefront, the shortest, height about 4’ tall in the 
rear of the group. As they were walking directly 
towards me | moved to the other side of the path. 
They copied my action and again moved in front 
of me. This action of theirs now clearly proved 
their intentions were not civil, therefore expect 
trouble. | kept cool, the core ingredient of 
resolving all tight spots if you ever get into one. | 
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still had time to move aside once more, they 
mirrored my action and by this time the front man 
was a couple of paces from me. As we came closer 
he said, in Swahili, “Nipay saa yako?” (Give your 
watch). My response to this threat was to execute 
my quick thought out plan; use the element of 
surprise, which they were not prepared for. They 
must have thought that | would turn around and 
run back with ‘my tail between my legs’, the 
natural response. But, as soon as the man had 
finished saying those words | took off like a 
rocket. It baffled them even more when rather 
than showing my ‘tail’ | started running towards 
them, criss-crossing and weaving through them. 
They must have thought that they will get to me 
because when | reached the middle man he took 
out a hand knife and tried to have a go at me. 
Here again my reflexes got me to dribble around 
him wrong footing him. When | got to the last 
boy, who was the smallest of them all, he tried to 
lunge at me but | just held my arm out and pushed 
him out of my way. By this time they were so 
stunned they just seem to freeze where they were 
standing. | kept running until | reached the other 
bank. When | got to safety of the other side, all 
those people there started to clap. | must have 
run those twenty five or thirty meters faster than 
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fastest man on earth. Even the fastest animal on 
earth, the cheetah, may not have kept up with 
me! 


SATISFIED with my ‘great escape’, | carried on 
with the rest of my Saturday’s programme. The 
element of surprise won the day. My glass of milk 
anxiously awaited my arrival in the posh 
surrounding of Nairobi city and the exclusive 
setup of the Coffee House. 


IN conclusion: call me a brave person or a stupid 
idiot attempting to take this escapade solo, as this 
section of Nairobi was notorious for such attacks. 
This escape by no means was a heroic act. Moral 
of the story: use your head more wisely. | should 
have waited until a group of honest people had 
gathered and crossed in their company. 


Radio and acting experience 

A YOUNG developing mind needs to get involved 
in activities which broaden the scope of grasping 
the realities of life. As the mind evolves to these 
challenges and accomplishes them successfully, it 
raises the bar to a higher level. With hard work 
and dedication there comes a time when that bar 


cannot be raised any higher; at this point 
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hopefully, one has happily achieved that ultimate 
and elusive goal of success and recognition 
amongst peers. Between the years 1952 to 1958 
my parents encouraged and supported me to 
participate in various youth activities which were 
either available through school, or by my parents 
arranging various private programs which would 
ultimately lead me in a direction to accomplish my 
objectives at the various goal posts. | have had the 
privilege of participating in the following: 


1. Every Sunday morning there used to be a 
children’s half hour on the radio at Voice 
of Kenya (Asian) radio station in Nairobi. 
Abajie arranged for me to go on air at 
this station where | recited an Urdu and 
an English poem consecutively on two 
Sundays, approximately five minutes 
each. | was immensely proud to have 
done that as it raised my popularity 
mostly amongst friends and relatives. 


2. My popularity was poised to increase 
even further. Abajie arranged for me to 
recite naats (Urdu religious poems) at the 
local mosque (Mauladad Park Road 
mosque) on the occasion of celebrating 
the twenty seventh day of Ramadan. 
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Local amateur poetry enthusiasts would 
write simple verses for me to recite or | 
would pick one from our own books at 
home. 


3. When | was at Nairobi South Primary 
School, aged 8 or 9, my class performed a 
stage show on the Parents Day. So the 
audience was going to be ‘vast’ as seen 
through my young eyes. The play was 
enacted from an English book that we 
were reading in class, entitled 
‘Shokolokobangoshay, The Bad Chief’. 
The story was about a fat greedy African 
village Chief whose greed eventually got 
him devoured by a hungry lion. | was 
selected to play the main role — the Big 
Bad Chief. After attaching cushion to my 
front torso to look fat, | performed 
flawlessly and thoroughly enjoyed my 
brief acting career. | think there were 
acting scouts in the audience because the 
offers to act kept coming on. 

4. Finally, when | was in Park Road Primary 
School, | had ambition to join the Boy 
Scout movement. | was very proud to be 
one of the ‘elite’ amongst mortals. 
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Privileged to be enrolled in Sir Baden 
Powell’s scout movement (Page 230). 


THIS period of extracurricular activities was all 
going to come to an end as getting older meant 
concentrating more on academic studies. 


VIPs 
Abajie and Umiji (Dad and Mum) 


WHO could be very important persons in this 
world other than my own father and mother? 
They gave me the opportunity to play a small part 
on the stage of this world. Unarguably, what a 
part it turned out to be — my fortunes and my 
misfortunes? Come what may, | cannot think of 
any strong enough words that could describe the 
degree of respect and gratitude | owe my parents 
to provide me the opportunity to come to this 
world to sample the life on this planet. | think | 
will be much the wiser in my next life, if there is 
such a thing as believed in the Hindu faith. 


THE most admirable action of Abajie was that in 
the 1920s he stuck to his resolve of staying in The 
Sunni Muslim belief by overcoming the pressure 
he went through when all the members of his 
immediate family were grasping a non-lslamic 
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faith. | asked him for the reason why he stuck to 
his resolve and not accept this other religious 
belief whilst his father, brothers and sisters were 
moving into that direction? He said “Their (the 
other faith) preaching just did not sound right. 
The whole scenario did not touch my heart 
(conscience).”’ Abajie stuck to his resolve and won 
the battle when his father, my Dadaji, whom he 
had to convince, declared that Abajie should 
never be forced into conversion. In those days 
elders’ words were law. Whatever Dadaji’s true 
intentions or compulsions were to leave the 
Islamic faith of our ancestors was, may it be under 
pressure or experimental, | cannot comment. | 
believe that Dadaji made a conscious decision to 
agree with Abajie in that he (Dadaji), in his heart 
of hearts believed that at least one member of the 
family is staying on the unchanged path and 
hoped that in the future the rest of the family will 
have recourse back to the ancestral religious 
beliefs. For this my admiration for Abajie 
surpasses all aspects of life. Despite this eventful 
change we all maintain mutual respect and enjoy 
cordial relationship with all my paternal relatives. 
In my research and talking to elders | found that 
although Dadi (great-grandmother) is buried next 
to her son (my Dadaji) in Nairobi in the non-Sunni 
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cemetery she did not accept conversion to the 
other faith. She prayed according to the 
tenements of Islam and passed on into the other 
world as a Sunni Muslim. 


IN the meantime Abajie was passionately in love 
and totally devoted to his wife, my Umiji. My 
mother’s name is Sugra Begum, Abajie lovingly 
used to call her ‘Sugri’ or ‘Sugar’. In the 1950s, to 
show his devotion and undying love he gave her a 
miniature replica of Taj Mahal, the symbol of love 
world over. Emperor Shah Jahan had The Taj 
Mahal built in memory of his wife Mumtaz Mahal. 


A prime example of devotional love: my Abajie and my Umiji, 
husband and wife. King George VI memorial, Nairobi. (c1959) 





This miniature Taj Mahal was an adorable 
ornament made of white marble perched on one 
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square foot of marble base resting on a high stool 
adorning the sitting room for many a years. Abajie 
spent all his life working as telephone engineer, 
both in Kenya and in the United Kingdom. He was 


utterly committed to his profession. 
Taj Mahal, Agra. India 





ALL of that time | had known him he never took a 
day off from works and he was well respected by 
his colleagues. 


HIS responsibilities were to test the installation of 
telephone cables from one end to the other end. 
This meant cables connecting two cities or remote 
outposts sometimes hundreds of miles away. He 
would be doing this from a central office in 
Nairobi known as ‘Carriers room’. If Abajie found 
a fault he would communicate with the team out 
in the field, who would carry out verification 
procedures. 


WHEN | was about ten years of age, Abajie would 
take me to his work place when he worked 
overtime on Saturday mornings. | would spend 
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many an hour running through huge cabling 
circuit boards and playing with switches on 


switchboard. 
Telephone Switchboard 





AT times | would ring somebody’s home and act 
as if checking fault on their telephone line. At 
coffee break he would give me money to go to a 
nearby mini-market to get my fresh cream cone- 
cake and ‘soda’. Soda was a term used in East 
Africa for a soft drink. There were many different 
soft drinks in the market same as anywhere in the 
world today. What was unique about the drinks in 
Kenya is the unique taste. | think the perfume 
scented African spring water contributes to 
flavour. Kenya’s water being naturally sweet and 
soft had that effect on the soda, resulting in that 
refreshing and thirst quenching ‘cooling down’ 
feeling. 


ABAJIE was passionately committed to sports. He 
was one of the few well known household names 
in the community in East Africa because of sports. 
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Even now, he is nearly in every team photograph 
hanging on the walls of Sir Ali Muslim Club in 
Nairobi. He represented the club both in cricket 
and football and as a team captain. He played 
other sports too. 1930 - 1950 Sir Ali Muslim Club 
was at the peak having won various tournaments. 
It was the golden age for the club. Abaji’s name is 


A photo as rare as could be; |-r Abaje,, Chacha Yusuf, Unknown, 
Umiji, Chacha Ajo. Photo possibly taken in Makindu, c1930? Both my 
parents lived in close vicinity from very early on. 





Shalimar Garden 
Maghal garden in Lahore, Pakistan 

Fromeft: Umiji, Mr Gulam Hussain (Abaji's friend), Abaji, |, Rui (other tourists) 
Photo by Raja(Dr) Musthaq 
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also mentioned in the cricket archives website. He 
was selected to play in the annual Asian v 
European cricket match. | regularly accompanied 
Abajie to the club (see photo below). 


Reception for visiting Pakistan Cricket Team. From left:(Standing), 
Imtiaz Ahmed, Abajie,, Hanif Mohammed (legendary Pakistani 
cricketer). (Kneeling), Mr Qureshi (friend), Bare Mamu. Nairobi 1955c 





Me, 3rd from left kneeling; Abajie,, and from right sitting; Bare Mamu, 


gih from right fourth row. Pakistan High Commissioner's visit to Sir 
Ali Muslim Club, Nairobi (1952) 
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| SHARE another remarkable feature of his — his 
renowned humility which stuck by him 
throughout his lifetime; as he was up early in the 
morning before anyone else had got out of bed, 
and after he had performed his fajar (morning) 
prayer, his next chore, in slow motion would be to 
lay the table for breakfast. The cups and saucers, 
both tea and cereal spoons, butter, jam, toast, 
warmed milk because Umiji preferred it that way, 
fresh fruit, juice drinks, boiled eggs, tinned 
sardines etc., all on the table ready for breakfast. 


ALL these items set out on the table in a neat and 
orderly fashion. Although there were only three 
people in the house, i.e. Abajie, Umiji and Kamal, 
the table was setup with extra utensils as if he 
was expecting more people — strangers, relations 
or friends — who would just drop in. He was still 
doing this until a few days before he left us for 
good. He had his own inimitable way of spoiling us 
all. 


ABAJIE was extremely soft spoken. | would always 
wonder if he ever had a voice. | cannot remember 
a day when his voice raised in anger. Respecting 
everyone was his core trademark. He never 
became angry. Keeping cool and calm was 
another of his inimitable trait of his personality. 
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IF we, his offspring ever needed an example of 
how to behave with elders and show them 
respect he would always narrate his own example. 
During his younger days, he would say, he would 
drop his father to work and go out of his way to 
pick him up from work and escort him home. This 
was not in a motor vehicle but on the back of his 
bicycle. Dadaji would sit on the flat rest attached 
to the frame of the cycle on top of the rear wheel, 
and then Abajie would paddle home all the way 
from Nairobi railway station to the family home 
without ever complaining. In retrospect, 
displaying ultimate respect with honour for an 
older family member, especially for a father as 
practised in golden days gone by. 


FINALLY, to complete this essay on Abajie, | have 
to include this small episode about him. His love 
for Umiji’s family, his in-laws was beyond bounds. 
In return they all gave him undivided and 
unconditional respect. All my maternal uncles and 
aunties held Abajie in high esteem. He taught 
both my Khalas to drive cars. On one occasion 
when Naniji was hospitalised at King George VI 
Hospital, Nairobi, for surgery, after work he would 
rush off to the hospital to care for her. He would 
spread his bedding on the floor next to her and 
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spend the nights in the hospital, in case she woke 
up in the night and needed attention. | remember 
him saying in his subtle manner that he was only 
performing his humanly duty. 


Abajie & m;, his final photo. Manchester. 27.11.2008 





Naftali Temu (Photo Page 201) 


NAFTALI Temu was the first Kenyan athlete to win 
Gold medal after Kenya achieved independence 
from Great Britain on 12 December, 1963. He 
won the Gold in the 10,000 meters at 1968 
Mexico Olympics. | watched these Olympics in 
Manchester on a square grainy black and white 
television screen. 


IN 1969 when | attended the Kenya Army intake 
for Officers at the Kenyan Armed Forces Training 
College (AFTC) in Lanet near Nakuru, Naftali Temu 
was based there. He was a private in the Kenyan 
Army. During the four days intake tests the 
candidates were to share the dinning mess with 
the non-commissioned officers based at the 
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training school. On the first night when | went to 
the dining hall Naftali Temu was there as well. | 
immediately recognised him and approached him. 
He was as humble a man as could be. He had a 
slim tiny appearance, normal for a long distance 
runner. We immediately struck a warm hearted 
connection with each other. From then on we 
would meet in the mess; sit together to eat from 
the army issued metal plates, which were normal 
in NCO dining mess and exchange pleasantries. 


DURING the intake test the candidates were 
tested for various mental and physical abilities. 
One of test was a cross country race covering 
almost 10 kilometres. Naftali was in this race too. 
For me this was the toughest event. Naftali 
finished the race in pole position almost half an 
hour ahead of me. As for me, halfway across the 
circuit | had reached my limit, exhaustion had 
overcome me. | was thinking of giving up. Just 
then out of the blue Naftali appeared alongside 
me. He got hold of my hand and supported and 
guided me to the finishing line. | remember him 
telling me, in Kiswahili, that | had to finish the 
race. Then, on the final evening we were having 
our meal when he leaked out my result. He told 
me | had been selected and | had scored the 
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highest points of all the candidates. | detected a 
hint of elated gleam in his eyes hiding behind his 
permanently gleaming smile. On the fourth and 
final day he came to say goodbye, and after that | 
never saw him again. 


The Great Naftali Temu; me with Karakul lamb fleece cap, part of 
Pakistan Hockey team uniform (1969); and, Anwar Ahmed Khan 





SADLY, on 10% March, 2003, he passed away after 
a short illness. But before | departed from the 
AFTC he left me with a permanent mark of our 
meeting - his autograph (below).This cherished 
bond | would like to share with the readers of 
these essays. 

Autographs of Naftali Temu and Kip Keino 


+ 
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ON 24th July, 1971, in a Nairobi City Centre street | 
came across another stalwart of Kenyan athletics, 
the great Olympian Mr Kipchoge (aka Kip) Keino. 
At the 2016 Olympics in Rio de Janeiro he was the 
first recipient of the newly created award of the 
sportsman laurel. 


Anwar Ahmed Khan (Photo Page 201) 


ANWAR Ahmed Khan was in the Pakistan Hockey 
squad that won Gold medal at Rome Olympics in 
1960. A few months before going to Rome the 
team made a month’s practising tour of East 
Africa. 


IN those days it was normal for local people to 
become host to the visiting players. Abajie 
volunteered to host a player. Anwar Ahmed Khan 
was allocated to stay with us. Anwar Ahmed Khan 
is considered to be one of the best centre 
forwards ever. He stayed with us for almost a 
month or so as in between the tour the team 
went to other parts of East Africa. 


IN 1964 Umiji and | visited Pakistan to join Naniji 
in Rawalpindi staying in the house which Nanaji 
had bought as a family ‘holiday’ home. Whenever 
anyone went on a visit to Pakistan they stayed 


there. Umiji and | travelled from Mombasa to 
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Karachi in a Pakistani steamship called Safina-e- 
Hijaj. A monster of a ship; it was a German navy 
battle ship which had seen service in World War 
Two. Pakistan had bought it from Germany, 
converted it to passenger and cargo ship. 


IT was a fourteen days trip making stopover calls 
at the ports of Aden, Muscat, Bombay, Porbander 
and Karachi. At Muscat the ship dropped off Arab 
refugees who were fleeing a civil conflict in the 
island of Zanzibar. For passengers going to India 
the ship made stops in Bombay and at Porbandar 
harbour. At Karachi we met Anwar Ahmed Khan. 
He invited us to his home for a meal, where he let 
me wear his Olympic Gold medal and various 
other gold and silver medals around my neck. | 
still have his gift that he gave me at the 
completion of the team’s visit to Kenya. He gave 
me a beautiful team cap of karakul fleece (see 
page 201) with his autograph on the inside of it. 
Sadly, he died in Karachi in 2014. A year later we 
played host to a cricket player from the visiting 
Pakistan International Airlines team. 


THIS now brings me to the word ‘Miah’ which | 
mentioned earlier in connection with Nanaji. 
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Major General Joseph M. L. Ndolo 

In 1970 Mamu Rahmat answered a telephone call 
in his office. Mamu Rahmat was working with the 
American Embassy in Nairobi as a Senior Security 
Officer. The call got him a little anxious as the 
caller at the other end introduced himself as 
Brigadier Ndolo, the Commander of the Kenya 
Army. Brig Ndolo asked him to come to his office 
as he had something important to discuss. He did 
not elaborate on the issue. Mamu Rahmat duly 
reported at the Commander’s office. Brig Ndolo 
then narrated to him a true story about how he 
arrived to this very important position where the 
safety and security of the nation was _ his 
responsibility at this historical time in the history 
of independent Kenya. Brig Ndolo was the first 
Kenyan to take over the reins of the army from a 
British officer after Kenya’s Independence in 
1963. 


THROUGHOUT his time in the military and beyond 
the name ‘Miah’ never once left his mind. Then he 
told Mamu Rahmat about the urge he had to look 
for Miah. The last time when he had connections 
with Miah was in Makindu, a town which is about 
100 miles inland from the port of Mombasa, just as 


World War 2 had started in Europe. 
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AS a young unemployed man he came to Makindu 
looking for work. At that time Makindu was the 
hub and centre of railway activity and was being 
considered to become the Capital of Kenya. 


HE narrated that he had walked from his village in 
the bush, he had not had decent meal for a while, 
his clothes were in tatters, and he was enquiring 
about work in that town. Someone at the local 
mosque suggested that he try the railways. He 
was told to ask for Miah who might be able to 
help him out. Miah of course, was Nanaji. He 
immediately went to the railway offices and saw 
Nanaji. Nanaji told him that all the positions in the 
railways were taken. Dejected and as he was 
leaving, Nanaji called him back and told him that 
he needed someone to help Naniji looking after 
the kids and doing small household chores. He 
could start immediately and in the meantime 
when a vacancy in the railways became available 
he will consider him for it. Delighted he took the 
job and started looking after “Sugra’”’, “Khani” and 
three other small children. These are names of my 
mother and Mamu_  Khani_ which he. still 
remembered after nearly forty odd years, others 
he had forgotten. Looking at this young man 
enquiring about work, Nanaji’s own childhood 
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and growing up as an orphan in Rawalpindi must 
have crossed his mind and his eventual decision to 
make a living abroad. Nanaji did not want to 
disappoint this young man. 


BY now British Government was recruiting local 
people from the colonies to engage in the war 
efforts across the globe. When the news of the 
recruitment reached Nanaji, he remembered this 
young man who was looking after the children. 
Nanaji advised him to join the British Army. Nanaji 
personally took him to the recruiting officer and 
helped with his admission. Nanaji was to say to 
him that if Ndolo was to work with honesty, 
dedication and loyalty he will one day achieve a 
position of respect (Nanaji’s own loyality and 
commitment to work is narrated in_ his 
autobiography). This was the last Ndolo saw of 
Nanaji. He had worked in the house for just a few 
months. But, how could he forget Makindu and 
Nanaji. Forty years later the Brigadier returned to 
Makindu, to the same mosque and enquired 
about Miah. He wanted to thank Miah and 
wanted to show Miah of the position he had 
attained. At the mosque an old man named 
Ibrahim told him that Miah had died a long time 
ago (Nanaji died in 1961). Ibrahim told him that 
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one of Miah’s sons, Rahmat Khan, often comes to 
Makindu and he is working with the American 
Embassy in Nairobi. Thus, true story of human 
integrity, humbleness, kindness and humility. 
Here are two men of unsung personalities 
possessing remarkable as well as unforgettable 
exemplary characters. 


| FIRST met Brig Ndolo in 1971 when by now he 
was promoted to the position of Chief of Defence 
Staff by President Jomo Kenyatta, with the rank of 
Major General. Whenever any of us visited Kenya 
it was a must to see him at his nine thousand acre 
farm near Sultan Hamud. He would always 
sacrifice a goat or a cow in our honour. When 
Umiji went to Kenya for short visit to see Khala 
Baby, Maj. Gen. Ndolo personally went to receive 
her at the airport. As he and | walked through the 
VIP gate, the security guard not recognising him 
tried to stop him. General Ndolo’s bodyguard 
quietly informed the security guard of who he 
was. The guard immediately went into attention 
mode and gave him a salute and opened the 
security door through which we walked up to the 
plane to receive Umiji. Before Umiji left Kenya to 
return to England he invited Umiji and me to 
attend a function organised by the Red Cross in 
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the Intercontinental Hotel in Nairobi. He was the 
chief guest. We sat with him at his table. Next day 
newspapers printed Maj. Gen. Ndolo’s pictures at 
the function and sitting alongside him were Umiji 
and me. 


Ibrahim, this humble old man who knew Nanaji; | met him at 
the Makindu Mosque in 1987. He also knew my great- 
Dadaji’s grave in Makindu cemetery. 





IN 1971 The General’s wife came to England and 
stayed with us in Buller Road, Manchester. We 
never knew about this connection with him when 
| was making an effort to join the Kenya Army. | 
never used his position to gain entry into the 
forces. It was a tragic end to the General’s life 
when oneéth April, 1984 he died in a road accident 
on Nairobi — Mombasa Road near his farm. His 
death preceded a major professional upheaval in 
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his illustrious life, which, | believe, also brought a 
premature end to my career in the Kenyan Armed 
Forces. His name came up in a conspiracy to 
overthrow President Kenyatta. The General was a 
man of polite and gentle demeanour; the 
overthrow incident unfortunately showed a 
weakness of his professionalism. President 
Kenyatta accepted his resignation with a heavy 
heart. The General resigned from his post 
immediately and retreated to his farm. At the 
time | was still a cadet training to become a pilot 
when | was summoned to the office of the 
Commander of Training School at Eastleigh Air 
Force base who informed me my services were 
not required any further. 


Mrs Elizabeth Kamene Ndolo’s visit to Manchester & Abajie 
visiting Maj Gen Ndolo at his farm (1971) 





Chacha Taj and Khala Bashira 

DURING the 1950s we became neighbours with 
Chachaji and Khalaji in Pangani, Nairobi, where an 
instant and lifelong bond of friendship was 
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formed. A friendship built on mutual trust and 
respect. Every Wednesdays were “ladies matinee” 
at the local cinemas and it was common 
knowledge in the ladies circle that Umiji and 
Khalaji would be found in each other’s company 
for the occasion. Chachaji and Khalaji were from 
humble backgrounds. Like our family, they 
immigrated to England in the mid-1960s with their 
only offspring, son Khurshid, and settled in East 
Ham London. They sacrificed all to fulfil Khurshid’s 
dream of becoming a dentist and was fortunate to 
witness his graduation. Chachaji and Khalaji was a 
well-respected couple who have now sadly both 
passed away. They are missed by all who were 
blessed to have known them. 


Major surgeries and injuries 

IN general my physical condition is pretty good. 
Though, | have been exposed to two major 
unavoidable surgeries, both under general 
anaesthetic. 

Kidney stone 

IN May 2003 whilst living in Slough, U.K., | was 
suddenly taken ill with excruciating abdominal 
pain on the left side. | literally doubled over. Being 
the weekend | attended the local walk-in surgery. 
The emergency doctor injected me a_ strong 
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painkiller to ease the pain. The injection instantly 
induced a strange pleasant calm serene sleep. | 
asked him for more when | came out of my 
comate state. He declined. Later | found he gave 
me a dose of ‘opium’ under controlled conditions 
to ease the intense pain. But the experience of 
having had ‘opium’ left me with the knowledge of 
how drug addicts get hooked to drugs. By the next 


weekend on 18° May, 2003, | was x-rayed at a 
private hospital when it was revealed that there 
was a stone stuck in the left upper ureter. It also 
revealed that my kidney was starved of any 
normal function thereby rendering my kidney to 
shrink and on the brink of complete collapse and 
permanent dysfunction. For saving my kidney | am 
eternally grateful to Kauser, my wife, my better 
half, my saviour and for the solid support she gave 
me during my periods of upheavals. She is 
ultimately the foundation of my survival. Through 
her contacts she instantly kicked off private health 
care procedure. It was costly but essential. NHS 
had waiting period of six months. 


THE Consultant Surgeon initially recommended 
stenting with a lengthy thin plastic tube with a 
hope that the stone would be released and flush 
out of my system. The stone did not move and 
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after a week, on 33° May, 2003, Uretero- 
lithotomy (open procedure) was performed under 
general anaesthetic. 


THEN on 30° May, 2003, the plastic stent was 
removed using flexible cystoscopy. A successful 
operation performed by Mr. PGS Raju, FRCS, FICS, 
D. Urol. 


THE stone was about 2.5 cm long, not too wide, 
shaped like a spear head and it was spiked. One of 
the very sharp spikes got embedded into the top 
of the ureter where the tube connects the kidney. 
At a postoperative follow up the surgeon revealed 
that normally there should be three muscles to 
stitch; in me he discovered an extra muscle in the 
waist area. | enquired if that now makes me 
superman? | cannot remember his response, 
except that he uttered something like that it was 
more work put on him. | now have a nine inch scar 
on the left side of my torso which fortunately has 
been fading over the years. But, we are now 
proud owners of a rare precious stone produced 
under exceptionally natural conditions, with a 
fitting price tag. 


Nasal operations 

ON asth February, 2011, whilst in Spain an 
operation was performed on my nose to rectify 
the middle cartilage which had collapsed into the 
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left nostril blocking the air passage. The operation 
was performed by Dr Bernard Berenguer Galvan 
in Hospital San Jaime, Torrevieja, Spain. This 
operation was also paid by private funds. 


EVER since 1950s my nose has seen a few medical 
interventions due to a lot of sneezing. At the early 
stages, when | was about nine years old Abajie 
took me to see the ENT specialist at King George 
VI Hospital, Asian wing, in Nairobi. The specialist 
experimented with two remedies to my nose, 
both of which were in testing stages. They are:- 


(1) The specialist decided that the cause of my 
sneezing was because the bones in my nose 
were protruding into my nasal passages. He 
decided to shorten them by burning them off. 
He used a miniature blow torch with a long 
nozzle to try burning them. The procedure 
lasted about forty minutes. After the 
treatment, | remember, it used to leave me 
with a taste of the flesh and bone burning. 
This procedure was repeated twice or thrice 
but without success. 


(2) The next procedure the specialist decided to 
treat me with was a more radical procedure. 
When | think of it, it makes the hair on my 
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body stand up like icicles. They called it 
treatment by using the power of electricity. 
This is what they did. The specialist would 
stuff both my nostrils with thin metal 
electrodes wrapped in cotton wool which was 
soaked in some antiseptic fluid (| cannot 
remember what fluid). Each electrode was 
connected by cables to a sliding rheostat 
board from which electric current was passed 
into my nostrils. The strength of the current 
was increased gradually by pushing the 
control knob of the rheostat. On the second 
or the third occasion (my memory has faded 
on the number of times that | was given this 
treatment) a trainee doctor in charge of 
increasing the current had some difficulty in 
sliding the knob. | was lying on the treatment 
bed with these probes in my nose and cables 
attached to them. There was a third cable 
with one end connected to the power board 
and the other end which was attached to a 
rubber like pad (like a blood pressure machine 
pad) wrapped around my upper left arm. The 
trainee doctor, who | remember looked like 
an underfed person from a drought affected 
region of India, had difficulty pushing the 
slide. | could see he was getting frustrated. In 
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his frustration he yanked the knob towards 
the highest level with such speed that the 
surge of electric current sent a shock through 
my body. | saw a bolt of electric current the 
length of my body crossing a few inches over 
my body from head to foot. | remember my 
body lifted up about six inches from the bed, 
and | felt a pain in my left arm. The trainee 
doctor seemed to break into a sweat. At least 
he had the presence of mind to quickly 
reverse the current. To this day | have a 2 cm. 
scar on the inside of my left bicep where the 
‘earth’ connection was wrapped which saved 
my life. 


These treatments never worked. When | recently 
mentioned about these procedures to EN&T 
specialists at Kingston-Upon-Thames Hospital, 
they had a look of surprise on their faces. They 
had never heard of these ‘bizarre’, ‘prehistoric’, 
‘draconian’ treatments. 
Sports and accidental injuries 
1. For almost forty years now | have lived 
with a sports injury to my right ankle 
resulting from playing hockey for YMCA in 
Manchester. | was running along with the 
ball on the right wing of the field when an 
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uneven level of the ground made the ball 
severe into my path causing me to step on 
the ball. My ankle got twisted with such 
ferocity that it left the tendons of my 
ankle completely torn and_= shattered 
beyond repair or healing. For a long time 
afterwards | had to wear an elastic anklet 
to give support to my ankle to minimise 
the movement of the ankle joint. | had to 
develop a different style of walking in 
order to avoid putting my body weight on 
the joint. When playing tennis | have to 
heavily bandage my right ankle to reduce 
joint movement and also control putting 
excessive weight on it. | have to hop and 
step to reach certain shots rather than 
run towards the ball. Perhaps Lillie, 
Mohammed and Az’ya remember me 
wearing an anklet at all times. | have 
learned to live without the anklet now but 
the injury still causes discomfort to my 
ankle with a niggling feeling at all times 
(see photo page 75). 

2. In 1994, Kauser and | were driving from 
Birmingham to Manchester on M6 


motorway to spend Eid with my parents 
and siblings. We were in a jovial mood - 
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teasing each other - when in a moment of 
complete naivety Kauser’s grip 
accidentally doubled backwards my left 
ring finger resulting in a permanently torn 
tendon. Rest of the journey was 
completed with “oohs” and “aahs”, and 
with loving caring massage. Any kind of 
heavy pressure on my left wrist leaves the 
injury with a few hours of uncomfortable 
nagging pain. Nowadays when lifting 
heavy items | always wear a splint for 
support. 

3. In 2005, the area between my index finger 
and middle finger of my right hand got 
accidentally hit by the metal frame of the 
oncoming speedy shopping trolley in 
Carrefour shopping mall in Torrevieja, 
Spain. At the time | thought it was just a 
superficial injury. Nowadays that area has 
become inflamed and it is quite painful 
during cold weather. Wearing fingerless 
gloves is the answer to keep the area 
warm. 


WITH all the above minor incidents and a major 
upheaval of losing family and house in between, | 
seem to have this knack of surviving. | am still 
here. 
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Kauser’s nieces: Zainab (left, from Manotick, Canada); Zulaikhan 
(Zeddy, from U.K.) Photo: Manotick (2009)(Page 50) 





Az’ya (middle, 2" row). Denton West End Primary School. 
c1985 
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Conclusion: Volume One 





| FIND Mohammed and Az’ya reluctant to address 
me as “Abajie” (Dad), the natural salutation they 
used freely before separation. It is not their fault. 
It is part of their upbringing from an early age in 
single parent environment; damage done to fresh 
young impressionable minds. Sadly, it looks like 
the word ‘Abajie’ has faded from their memory 
bank. 


THESE memoirs should not be construed in any 
discriminatory manner in so far as my love for the 
children is concerned. | love them all equally. | 
was always a tender parent to my children. Their 
complete u-turn from making no contact with me 
has baffled one and all especially when it is, quite 
simply, based on their mother’s version of untrue 
stories. At least Mohammed and Az’ya have made 
an effort to meet but I’m still waiting anxiously for 
Lillie. These meetings with both, to say the least, 
were like meeting with strangers. Mohammed 
showed symptoms of role model deficit. My heart 
bled for him. All of his early age fresh raw 
untouched talent gone to waste. We will never 
know the true extent of the possible heights he 
could have soared towards with proper tending 
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and cultivation — the potential was noticeably 
present in him. 


THE irony of our current relationship is that it is 
almost impossible to pick up from the point where 
the split happened; it would take another lifetime 
to build that true father and_ offspring 
relationship. Unfortunately, nature too should 
shoulder some blame for playing wanton tricks on 
these children. They were destined to be born to a 
mother who for her own gratification sacrificed a 
potentially glorious future of her own children and 
children of the forth coming generations. 


IN summing up this volume; Mohammed was the 
overall highlight of my life. Lillie and Az’ya were 
the joy of my life. The three of them were the 
spirit of my life. | always used to say, that Lillie 
was the apple of my eye, Mohammed was the 
core of my eye and Az’ya was the light and soul of 
my eye, and (Az’ya)........ will always be my 
precious little doll - my Simba Ndogo. 


NOWADAYS wherever | am, time is my biggest 
enemy. In spite of various day to day activities and 
commitments to keep busy, time seems to stand 
still. 
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FINALLY, in a civilized society normally there are 
certain etiquettes to be followed. Firstly, in 
normal homes loss of a family member is 
mourned; in my family’s case my departure was 
celebrated as if they had won a huge lottery. This 
is not how normal people behave? Secondly, it is 
painful to live the rest of my life with memories of 
the unceremonious parting and most painful of 
all, not being able to take a moment to say a 
proper kwaheri (goodbye in Swahili) to my 
beautiful children. The question is; does this end 
here? Certainly not, such spectacular uncalled for 
incidents will continue to happen somewhere. 


AT the start of my essays | have included a 
touching emoticon sketched by someone of a 
daughter embracing her father (Page 3). How 
many fathers get this opportunity? The image on 
the following page (Page 222) enacted in real time 
almost thirty five years before the emoticon, 
depicting universal closeness between father and 
daughter ends this volume. At this precise 
moment both fathers — the sketched one and the 
real one - must be the proudest men in the whole 
universe. 
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Lillie, Mohammed and me (1982) (Page 3) 


f 


he 
{ef 


ILOVE YOU. ABAJI... 
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FEW more memorable photos and diary entries next pages: 
Angelic Lillie — Start of Lillie (1978) 





ongth April 2015, a further twist to my already painful 
past, | came across this image of Lillie and my 
grandson, | presume! 
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The cuddly kitten. Has Lillie borrowed Abajie’s Turco-Mangolian eyes? 





The adorable teenager (April 1991)(Page 41) 
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Az’ya gave me this school photo 





When Lillie started to write she was making entries in my 
diary. Lillie’s imaginary phone number: Lillie Baj 4567 





Addresses and 
Telephone Numbers 
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Lillie trying to copy my signature to have similar for herself 





Comments by Lillie 


May 1986 
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Notice bottom middle, a horse -Mohammed style. 


Mohammed too made entries. 


June 1986 
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Lillie and | had a disagreement. She responded by making 
this entry at the top of this diary page below and next page. 
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“Give nothing ”, she is upset with me. 
Gi bAS. Nocaterepigvemeer 


8 Chole «0, nday 24 


reese 4 Cae if é 
fox Gores Ua <¥ qe’ 
PE N27S bie a 


Atsctrpan~t yf (Gua) esday 25 
c Prk 






/ 


ger 


hie Z ree ui Wednesday 26 
arpa mR Mes Ropg- 8A th Ge 


as 
BF Se Say, re 





Mohammed's alien imagination, space rocket 
from my 1986 Diary. 





Lillie and Mohammed, their first ‘essay’. Photo page 106. 
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Kenya Boy Scout uniform. Park Road 
government quarters. (Page 190) 


was . 
Ne 





1979 whilst in Nairobi | received Lillie’s first Idd 
card. Lillie in disguise? 


wee 
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Some memorable images - telling their own story Two 
generations apart-: Love of water. Bath time: My 
mother and me (1946) 





History has a knack of repeating in various forms. 


Scuba diving instructions, Severin Sea Lodge, Mombasa (1999) 
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Family Tennis championship. Az’ya with her red tennis racket. 





An outing and a picnic. Citroen 2CV6 (Page25) 
call Sea q 






ye (=—— ay 


Lillie with grandparents and Mohammed (In February 
2009 Lillie was not present at the funeral of her Dadaji. 
Double tragedy for me; saddest day of my life. 
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Flower (Lillie) amongst flowers (gladiolus), Cardiff. 





“T’ll never let distance come between my loving 
Abajie and me.” Penny for your thoughts, Lillie!! 
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Family enjoying quality rest time in Mohammed's room.Rare sunny 
day in Denton. Sun shining through Mohammed's bedroom window. 





Another unspoken and speechless family member: 
always there to give support: 


Lillie Mohammed Az’ya 
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My amet in Dammam, Saudi Arabia (1984)(Page 86) 





1997, Capsized on a lake in Ontario, this being minor; major capsize 
came in 2009 in the middle of Ottawa River. I-r: Self, Maliah (Javed’s 
BIGGS) Kauser’s Brother-in-law Javed Somra (Page 50). 





Self, Zainab, Shaista. 1997. Potter Drive, Manotick, Canada (Page 50). 
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Appendix -The 
Family Tree 


A few pages from family tree started by Nanaji, regularly 
updated by me. (Page 95) 








ee 
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Some pictorial material about my life after 1993 and family 
history can be found on following websites. Click on the links. 
Copy/ paste the web address in the search bar if necessary; 


1. http://www. iconicpics2a.webs.com 
2.http://www.iconicpics2c.webs.com 
3.http://www.golfwinter.webs.com 

4. http://www. iconicpics2d.webs.com 
5.http://www.iconicpics2f.webs.com 


6. http://www.dadananajis.webs.com/ 
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Scripts and photos from a book about Dadi, Dadaji 
and Nanaji. 


7. http://www.siraliclub.com/ 

Prominence of this website is the photos of my 
family members and relatives, i.e. my Dad, 
Mamu Inayat, Chacha Yusuf, Paji Manan and 
Cocker and Fazal families. 


8. My dad is also mentioned in Cricket Archives 
when he represented Kenya Asians v. Kenya 


Europeans. http://www.cricketarchive.com/ 


1.Click Archive tab from menu 
2.Click Players 

3.Choose Kenya 

4.Choose Lin Kenya players 
5.Click M. Latif 


9.Story about Dadi (my great-grandmother) in the 
Railway magazine. Follow this: 
http://www.energeticproductions.com/EARandH 


Vol0110.pdf 


10. Dadi again in railway periodical when she 
turned 108 years: 
http://www.energeticproductions.com/EARandH 
/Vol%202-5.pdf 
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11.  Zddy’s The Guardian interview: 
https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/20 


12/nov/23/prisoner-mentoring-rehabilitation- 


conversation 


12. My YouTube channels: Tayakenya Harambe 


A memorable sketch: Sketch (below) by me of works inside Lancashire 
Steel Manufacturing Company in Irlam, near Manchester. | worked 
here during 1967 college summer holidays. My responsibility was to 
collect molten steel sample of about 10cm. whilst it was being poured 
into huge ingots, in a small cup like container attached to a slim two 
meter steel shaft. | had to wear goggles and protective clothing. This 
was done standing on the platform about four meters from the 
ground. The sample was then sent to the laboratory for quality 
analysis. 
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Other College Summer holiday jobs: 


1. Milkman (1970): Delivering milk in 
Levenshulme, working for Express 
Dairy. 

2. Bus & Tram conductor (1971): 
Blackpool Transport Corporation. 


3. Walls, Glossop, near Hyde (1965/6) Meat 
pies conveyer belt operator. 


fily Court of Arms 


Below is a cross-section of my beloved Kenya seen 
through the mind’s eye of an African child. When 
my brain started to form maps, aged around 4 or 
5 years, this is how | saw the world; Kenya’s cross 
section from west to east — Lake Victoria to Indian 
Ocean - with its diversity of fawn and flora. 


(Outline of the shield reads ‘M’) 
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The home | cherished and lost 





Every Englishman’s home is his castle. My castle; | ‘reigned’ 
from 1985 till 1991. | then lost it including my children in a 
ferocious battle with my wife (Shahnaz). The battlefield being 
the law courts of United Kingdom.The house | was destined to 
buy, most lovingly and enthusiastically; ironically, in which | 
was destined not to spend the most important days of my 
life. A striking feature about the house was getting this 
melodious wake up call in the freshness and crispness of 
dawn — the birds in the trees in the back of the house took 
care of that wake up call. 


With friends, Kyoko’s (Japanese neighbour) house, 
Denton I-r: Az’ya, Etsuko, Lillie, Katsumi, Mohammed 
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Our house. I-r: Carrie, Mohammed, Katsumi, x 





On the flight path with wings. My favourite aircraft to fly 
and perform aerobatics 








Golden Gate Bridge, San Francisco, USA. (2014) (Page 53) 
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Volume 
Two 


Mohammed, Lillie Az’ya: Royal Pavilion, Brighton (1988) 





Summer 1989, The Summit Snowdonia, Wales 
Mohammed, Self, Lillie 
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Few memorable photos 








Reddish Ngong Hills, Nairobi + Zammurad 
a a ‘ 
Lillie, Midland Road Yasmin Manchester Airport 


Lillie 





Az'ya - Denton Denton Pool Windsor Road 





Ship journeys from Mombasa to Pakistan: 1951, 1957, 1964 
(1) Khalas Rani & Baby, Rui, (2) Family. (3) Friend 
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Introduction: Volume Two 


IN the first volume | mentioned: ‘I have not 
written all this to complain: | have written the 
truth. | do not intend to compliment myself by 
what | have written’; | have simply documented as 
accurately as | could, an account of what 
happened. 


MY aim therefore is to enlighten my readers to 
know as much as possible about segments of my 
family’s very private affairs which went public 
when dubious outsiders and the United Kingdom 
Courts got involved. Regrettably, the family’s 
privacy was invaded. No thanks to my wife, 
Shahnaz, for this exposure. Not knowing the 
background of these affairs can leave a 
tormenting unsatisfactory void in the minds of my 
current and of the future generations to come. 


IT is like a jigsaw puzzle. The objective image 
starts to emerge when more and more pieces are 
put together. So, | have tried to put as many 
pieces together to show that | had an upbringing 
of respectability and where family values and 
family unity was at the core of it. 
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Me with the loving and caring Khala Baby (2nd from right) with 
friends from Nairobi on Safari to 





ae 









The Last photo of Me with Lillie, Mohammed and Az’ya with Ruby & 
Kamal. Photo shot when we went to Lake District with Uncle Harjit & his 
family just two weeks before my eviction (1991). Was Lillie aware of my 

forthcoming eviction, a tormenting question lingering in me? 
- 5 It’s not 














evident in 
this shot, 
but if she 
did, she is 
not letting 
know. She’s 
a damn 
good 

ACTOP esses 
(Page 117) 
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Chapter 1 


Kenpa’s Wildlife 


Flamingos, Lake Naivasha 





Kenyan Wildlife and its mesmerising scenery. 
Wildebeest with Mt.Kilimanjaro.Tsavo National 
Park. 
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When you are source of intimidation & invade their 

territory, you must be prepared to face the wrath. A 

mother elephant charged our car. We beat a hasty 
retreat. Elephant — my favourite animal. 


September 1978 

Tasvo National Park 

Kenya 

phant charge — 
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| CHOSE this topic to start this volume because it 
will further show my character and personality. It 
begs the question; how can a man whose love for 
animals and who passionately believes in their 
conservation can at the same time be capable of 
cruel and uncaring tendencies towards his own 
wife and children? It will also show that | have an 
exploratory mind which is seeking to be filled with 
knowledge about anything and every subject 
surrounding us. Each subject so carefully planned 
by nature and gifted to us. Nature has also 
provided us with a grey matter called ‘brain’ 
which is superior to the brain of animals and 
when used sensibly, logically and methodically we 
can derive boundless pleasure when in the 
company of our fellow human beings and also 
from the animals in the wild. 


Apology 

BEFORE | proceed with further penning down of 
words, | would like to save this small space for a 
special message. | may not be able to return to 
this message, because at this moment in time | 
am viewing humanity. Therefore, | might as well 
take this opportunity to put light on the word 
‘forgive’. “To err is human, to forgive is divine”. 
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We Muslims are taught to start any venture with 
the recitation: “Bismillah — ir — Rahmaan - irahim”, 
meaning: “Starting with the name of Allah who is 
immensely benevolent and charitable (forgiving)”. 
If the almighty can be forgiving why cannot we 
human beings imitate? If in the past my naivety 
lead to actions or words that may have caused 
pain or hurt to anyone’s feelings — relatives, 
friends, foes - | now declare with a clean heart and 
clear conscience, my remorse and unconditional 
apology. Can this apology be accepted, equally 
with a clean and clear heart and conscience? | also 
wish to state that one of the greatest trait of 
being human and being part of humanity is to 
forgive those who have erred against you; | 
forgive one and all. 


| AM in awe of wildlife. So an essay on wild life is a 
must. For my purposes here | will address the wild 
life as a community. 


SO, the other very important community that we 
shared these beautiful East African countries was 
the speechless community that lived and thrived 
in East Africa. There is no other place on earth 
where such a variety of wild animals of all shapes, 
from the biggest and heaviest to the smallest and 
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lightest, live and share the same land with 
humans. This speechless community lived at a 
stone’s throw distances from our homes. Living in 
this unique environment was a great honour and 
our privilege to share the land with the now much 
appreciated species around the globe — the world 
of the animals. Incidentally, the house my father 
had built in Nairobi South ‘C’ is next to the 
boundary of Nairobi National Park. The animal 
species was part and parcel of our growing up. 
Our homes were not far from where a lion’s roar 
could be heard. Sometimes if we were lucky we 
would have a wild animal sharing the home, may 
it be for a short time but it was there. We would 
be aware from infancy of this totally different life 
style than ours out there in the open. They would 
either fly in or walk into the homes and after the 
satisfaction of their visit they would leave without 
causing any damage back to their own 
environment. We had to respect that they had 
their own world and we had our world on the 
same planet. Somehow it was felt that they too 
understood this division or separation. They had 
their way of survival and we, the people, had our 
own way. 


WHEN driving out into the open country we 
would without fail come across large numbers of 
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different species of animals: the graceful giant, 
the elephant; the adorable, the tallest the giraffe; 
or the small graceful masters of the blue sky, the 
birds; teeming in hundreds going about their daily 
business, which was mainly grazing and keeping a 
lookout for danger. They would be more vigilant if 
they had babies with them. Some would even be 
tending and suckling their young. 


| REMEMBER when in the 1960s Mr. Maina, from 
Kikuyu tribe, a member of my father’s team who 
worked out in the bush laying telephone cables 
returned home he had two abandoned ostrich 
chicks with him. He gave them to me to care for. | 
noticed they were shivering. | made them a bed of 
rags in a cardboard box. | covered them in a small 
blanket. Sadly two days later they died. | buried 
them in our shamba with ritualistic prayers. Then 
we had a grey heron, standing over a meter high, 
which flew into the shamba. | put a bucket of 
water for it to drink from and also food. | would 
check on it after school. | kept a distance from it 
because of its long sharp beak. | was hoping it 
would stay forever. But a few days later it carried 
on with its journey to wherever it was going to. 
We had numerous chameleons living in thorny 
hedge fences surrounding the house. Their shape 
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fascinated me. | would look for them and watch 
with bewilderment their swaying action; small 
rolling eyes each moving independently looking in 
different directions and flick of there long tongue 
to catch a meal of small insects from the branches 
of the bush. Then there were small flying insects 
and spiders of numerous varieties. We were 
instilled with fear of these creatures. The reality is 
that do not mess with them they will not mess 
with you. Just admire and enjoy their existence. 


The City Park, Nairobi 

WHEN | was in high school, aged 15 years, at that 
time when we were living in Nanaji’s house on 
Matama Lane, 5‘* Avenue Parklands, at the end of 
the day | used to walk (50 minutes) or sometime 
cycle (30 minutes) home, distance of about two 
miles. There was an alternative route via Forest 
Road and Limuru Road which was slightly longer 
and mainly used when | cycled, but the park route 
was my preferred route. The route used to take 
me through Sikh Union Sports Club and Nairobi 
City Park (Google to see City Park Nairobi). This 
was a large public park set in about 91 hectare of 
land. There was an array of trees and tropical 
flowers and plants found growing in it. The park 
had full time team of people who kept it 
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meticulously groomed. It was a heaven for 
botanical enthusiasts. Sundays was a busy family’s 
day at the park. Being a day off from work, most 
families came to the park to enjoy the afternoon 
by having picnics and listening to Police band 
playing live music from a stage erected in the 
middle of the park. You would see small children 
playfully running around and grownups playing 
silly ball games. You would also see courting 
young couples having a relaxing time. They would 
only go as far as holding hands or sitting on the 
lush green grass in a respectable embrace. But for 
me the highlight of walking through it most 
evenings after school was the resident troupe of 
tree monkeys. They were also visible when in the 
morning Abajie drove past the park to go to work 
before dropping us at school. | found them 
fascinating. They always seemed to be in playful 
mood, chasing each other swing through the tree 
branches. Often they would stop perched on the 
tree branch and throw a cheeky grin at you as if 
saying “look we are superior to you, we are up in 
trees and you are down there on the ground”. 
They did not know how much fun it was to watch 
them. 


Hard times for the animals 
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SADLY, for the larger iconic animals these are hard 
times all over the world. For some unknown 
reason importance of conservation is given only to 
the big animals. The smaller ones like the deer 
and zebra are left out. | can categorically say that 
they too are endangered. Up until the 1960s the 
main Nairobi to Mombasa road would be teeming 
with them. Now you would be very fortunate if 
you Saw one deer or zebra on this same road. The 
situation has come to desperation because they 
are speechless. They too have the right to share 
this earth with us. We welcome them in our 
homes and in our lives when it pleases us. We 
portray to fall in love with them, yet we distance 
ourselves from them when the selfish needs and 
greed becomes our priority. For that we, the 
homo-sapiens are guilty of that community’s slow 
demise. First it were the natural disasters that 
brought an end to the magnificent dinosaur 
community and now it is us who will be blamed 
when today’s community of adorable and striking 
lovable animals disappear from this earth. This 
may even mean the end of human race. We must 
understand that in nature’s balance of survival on 
this planet one is totally dependent on the other. 
One goes the other goes too. This now brings me 
to hunting. 
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Hunting 

WHENEVER the great continent of Africa, the 
largest island in the world, is mentioned inevitably 
hunting of the wild animals is one of the topics of 
discussion. By all means discuss hunting but it 
becomes repulsive when hunting of wild animals 
is spoken in the context of sport, and that false 
pride of some great achievement. Whoever 
invented hunting as a sport should have been 
transformed into a prey animal for a day, or just 
for five minutes, to experience the terrifying 
feeling of being hunted by that most atrocious 
and destructive of a weapon called “the gun” and 
being pursued by a blood thirsty human being 
disguising his fetishism as sport. | personally find 
the title ‘Big White Hunter’ sickening and 
repulsive. The true hunters in my eyes are the 
people actually living in the wild who hunt to feed 
their families for survival. They have no other 
choice. When these hunters go out to get their 
meal it is extremely hard work because this is 
their food and the kill is sensibly limited. It is not 
lust or some great achievement dictating their 
honour and they do not display the animal parts 
as a great conquest to prove their valour. 

| WILL explain how hunting works for them. On 
the battle grounds of war it is considered fair 
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when both sides have half a chance of success, 
meaning equally balanced in every department. 
The gun and animal are far from that. There is no 
equal balance. 

THE bush residents go on a hunt equipped with a 
spear or a bow and arrows which are derived from 
natural habitat, not made in a mechanical factory. 
Now that is fair game. They have no chance of 
bringing down a deer unless they use their 
initiative. The animal is already equipped with 
supernatural abilities that it uses to defend or 
save its life, e.g. speed, smell, sight, receiving 
signals from ground, and so on. When these bush 
hunters hunt they only target a male animal. 
Females at all costs are ignored because they 
could be pregnant carrying a foetus, the next 
generation. It would be waste of a life killing a 
female animal when pregnant. As | said it is hard 
work going out to get a jungle meal. First thing in 
a hunt is to get as close to the animal as possible 
in order to get within the range of the arrow or 
spear. But that animal already has super sensitive 
features which warn it of impending danger. 
Naturally it will beat a hasty retreat. This cat and 
mouse scenario could continue if not for days on 
end but for hours on end. It can be exhaustive for 
both, the hunted and the hunter. Occasionally the 
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hunter will lose sight of his prey. Then his tracking 
abilities come to work. The ability he is taught 
from childhood, handed down from generations. 
Once the animal has been tracked and has been 
shot with an arrow or spear it does not succumb 
instantly. It runs to save its dear life. In an injured 
state it will continue to escape. Eventually, after a 
day or two it succumbs due to loss of blood and 
exhaustion. And if the hunter patiently kept 
following it, the animal then becomes the 
families’ or may be meal for that small community 
for the next few days. On a hunt when the battle 
goes on for a few days, the bush hunter survives 
on edible plants, fruits and roots of the jungle. 
The precious water is also derived from plants and 
roots if water wells are scarce. This selection of 
items to survive is passed on from generation to 
generation. Eating the wrong item would be fatal 
— life threatening. This is true hunting. This is 
conservation hunting. This is balanced hunting. It 
is their ingenuity and sheer stamina that sustains 
continuity of future generations in the bush; these 
hunters are the true heroes of that hostile 
environment, worthy of utmost admiration. 
AGAINST the gun the animal has no answer and is 
no match. Unless, to make the contest balanced, 
the animal can be provided with modern scientific 
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detection equipment or a booster rocket so it can 
flee before a shot is fired and run faster than the 
speed of the bullet. What is more abhorrent is the 
fact that the greed of human beings has led them 
to invent and produce heavy weaponry of 
destruction to bring down that magnificent iconic 
animal of the forest, which causes no intentional 
damage to us. This weapon is sickeningly called 
‘the elephant gun’. It is said that when fired this 
gun the backfire action from it has the capacity to 
dislocate a strong man’s shoulder. But nothing 
could be worse, that with one bullet, which in cost 
terms is negligible, the precious life of my 
favourite animal is extinguished. My favourite 
animal was none other than that gentle giant of 
the forest, the majestic Elephant. Nothing could 
be more exhilarating to sight than to see it 
serenely and in an unfaltering way walk past your 
car and to hear that authoritative low rumbling 
roar that sends shivers down your spine, just to 
let you know of its presence. It is just beautiful. 
Elephants are social animals. They are family 
oriented. 

AN amazing elephant episode reported in the 
Kenya railways periodical (c1954): “An old blind 
Turkana (nomad tribe) woman got off the rail 
track she was on and became lost at nightfall. She 
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found a tree with thickly spreading branches and 
crawled close up to its bole and went to sleep. 
During the night she was awakened by the scream 
of an elephant. The animal felt her with its trunk 
and must have come to the conclusion that she 
was dead because it proceeded to tear off 
branches from the tree she lay under and from 
trees nearby and place them gently on top of her. 
When found next morning by a search party, she 
was covered by six feet of foliage and quite unable 
to extricate herself until most of it had been 
removed. Apart from having been _ badly 
frightened the old lady was completely 
unharmed.” A_ report filed by The Warden, 
Marsabit National Reserve (Park). This thoughtful 
action also protected her from being eaten by 
nocturnal carnivores. 

A NEW born elephant baby has the protection of 
the whole heard. The baby’s safety is the 
responsibility of the whole herd — mothers, sisters 
and aunties. Killing an elephant to bag a trophy 
and to adorn your home with its tusks and legs is 
not hunting. In my mind it is equivalent to 
murder. 


THE East African landscape has a_ unique 
topography. It does not have changing seasons 
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and it has a section of the Great Rift Valley going 
up and down it. On the whole without much 
generalisation there is just one season throughout 
the year. It just stays mild and pleasant. The only 
weather variation to any marked degree, is the 
two rainy seasons; long rains from March to June 
and the short rains from October to November. 
One of the beauties of being on the equator is 
that the sun rises at about 6.00 a.m. and sets at 
about 6.30p.m. all round the year. This natural 
rhythm is in complete harmony with your living 
habits. Unlike in Europe, in East Africa one can 
achieve more in a day than just go to work and 
come home. It offers ideal condition for sports 
minded people, allowing them to put work and 
sport together in one day, 365 days a year. 

THEN there is The Rift Valley (Photo next page) 
with its own beauty. At various points in the 
trough called the escarpment, there are points 
where visitors can have a picnic and indulge in 
stunning views across the deep sink in the earth 
where this view extends to as far as the eye can 
see. The serenity is completed with the changing 
colours of the sky at sunset and small pockets of 
clouds forming magical patterns. Thus, simulating 
the feeling, | believe, of what it would be like on 
an alien planet called paradise! 
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The steam locomotive in The Great Rift Valley 


~ w 





Lillie, Mohammed and Az’ya imitating animal actions. 
Nairobi National Park (1987) 
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Chapter 2 


Starting with a few memorable images 


The ‘king’ of birds: the beautiful Grey crowned crane 
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Integration into the U.K. life 


MY African upbringing was to play an important 
role in the mainstream life of the United Kingdom. 
Every adult’s life is influenced by their childhood 
upbringing which is enhanced or disadvantaged by 
a cocktail of environmental surroundings. In my 
case this cocktail did not consist of a mixture of 
intoxicating substances but of three main 
cultures. 


IN Colonial Kenya we practised Muslim and the 
African culture which was consistent with our 
ancestral background. Then there were two 
acquired cultures; the indigenous African way of 
life which we were equally conversant with and 
the European culture that had profound effect on 
our lifestyle: past, present and future. This 
European culture anglicized almost seventy 
percent or may be more of our behaviour and 
thinking. 


UPON arrival in U.K. it was not difficult to blend 
into the society after overcoming two major 
blows; firstly to our physique, and secondly to our 
minds. The first was the extreme cold weather 
conditions which was a challenge to our bodies, 
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and second was this alien British culture which 
was far beyond our imagination. Although we 
were somewhat acclimated before arrival. 


THROUGHOUT the colonies all over the globe, the 
British successfully indoctrinated into the minds of 
their colonial subjects that British streets were 
paved with gold; consequently in our imagination 
the British never performed unskilled or menial 
work and everyone lived in castles. Even ‘Winnie- 
the-Pooh’, Lord Snooty of The Beano comic books 
fame and characters from Enid Blyton’s books 
lived in some sort of a castle. These western 
comic books and story books were a deliberate 
source of western brainwashing and European 
dominance on our raw young minds. Somehow 
the host community’s daily life sustaining chores 
were done without lifting a finger. Every native of 
Britain was far superior in culture, mind and 
education. Imagine the shock seeing the fair 
skinned natives were no different to the majority 
of the people of this globe where survival was 
based on hard work; sweeping the streets; 
collecting rubbish bins; working in assembly lines 
on conveyor belts in the factories; delivering post; 
wait on people in cafés and restaurants; chimney 
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sweepers; carpenters; cobblers; etc. 
Unimaginable profound shock! 

IN the 1960s a non-indigenous person in ‘white 
collar’ jobs or non-manual jobs was not the norm. 
Therefore, anyone lucky enough to be offered a 
sitting down job at a desk with a telephone was a 
novelty and an achievement in a light skinned 
dominated country. | achieved those elusive 
positions in two separate posts in England. | must 
have quietly and unknowingly started the 
revolution of equality irrespective of colour and 
creed. | must have pioneered the opening of the 
door for future British generations of non-light 
skinned people to be offered positions of higher 
responsibilities in the United Kingdom and play a 
big part in contributing towards what life is today 
in the U.K., which is revered all over the world. 


HOW? 

MY younger brother Munir and | first set foot on 
British soil on a wet windy wintry 13th September, 
1965, at Heathrow Airport. Abajie, who had 
arrived in England a year before and Mamu Khalil 
received us and drove us to Manchester. 
Manchester was to become our adoptive city, 
effectively we became Mancunians. Mamu Ata 
and Mamu Khalil, who had already been here a 
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couple of years before us, had bought a house 
which became a halfway house for all new arrivals 
from Kenya. Six months later Umiji, my sister Rui 
and youngest brother Kamal joined us and for a 
year and half we all stayed in 40, Moseley Road, 
Fallowfield. Then Abajie bought a semi-detached 
house, number 21, on Buller Road in Longsight. 


WITHIN a couple of days after arriving in 


Manchester (asth September, 1965) with the 
guidance of Mamu Khalil, who drove me to 
college, | had enrolled in Stretford Technical 
college which was situated opposite the Old 
Trafford Cricket grounds where | completed my 
‘O’ and ‘A’ levels. During this period in college a 
student named Daniels, who was from the 
Caribbean islands of Trinidad and Tobago became 
a close friend. We were both enrolled for the 
same course. He lived close by on Derby Road, 
Fallowfield. Come pouring rain, snow or sun, we 
would meet at the junction of Wilmslow Road and 
Moseley Road, walk back and forth, to Dickinson 
Road, Rusholme, to catch the bus 53 to Old 
Trafford. In the evenings and Saturdays our 
revision was done in the warm and friendly but 
quiet atmosphere of Withington library on 
Wilmslow Road, Manchester, until closing time. 
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For those two years this library and _ the 
Manchester Central library were like a second 
home. In 1967 when the Labour Government of 
Prime Minister Harold Wilson decided to raise 
tuition fees for overseas students by more than 
one hundred percent, the overseas students in my 
college selected me and two other foreign 
students to represent them to lobby the Member 
of Parliament for Stretford to argue against the 
increase. We travelled to Houses of Parliament 
where we met the Honourable Member, and then 
to Albert Hall where speeches were made by 
prominent people against the rise. 


BY 1968 | had largely accepted that University life 
would be too mundane for me. My life craved for 
adventure — to be in the open. Success could be 
achieved in other high profile vocations than just 
with a University degree in front of your name. 
Before | left Kenya in 1965 | had already decided 
that after achieving my minimum academic 
qualifications for entry to Kenya Army Officer’s 
corp, | would return to pursue a military career, 
hence achieve a position for myself in the higher 
echelons of society fulfilling my personal goal. 

| KEPT in touch with the Military attaché at the 
Kenya High Commission, London, to be informed 
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of the date of the next selection for officers in the 
Kenyan Army. In 1968 | was informed by the 
Military Attaché that the next intake would be in 
January 1969. For the intake selection | had to 
return to Kenya, where | stayed with Khalu Azam 
and Khala Baby (Pg 171, more on Khalu Azam and Khala baby). 


IN my previous paragraphs | have set the plot 
which subsequently led me to be the ‘first’ in the 
‘game’ of integration in the U.K. and securing 
employment which was solely for natives of 
Britain — a white collar job. After finishing college 
in summer of 1968 and return to Kenya for the 
Army intake in January 1969 | had six months to 
kill. | came across an advertisement in the 
Manchester Evening News for the position of 
clerical officer with the civil service. | had the 
minimum qualification requirements so | applied 
for it. | was invited for an interview which was 
held in an office on Witworth Street in the centre 
of Manchester. | braved myself for this 
‘confrontation’ with the British establishment and 
certainly was pessimistic of being accepted, 
because even an invitation for this ‘prestigious’ 
position was beyond the imagination of a person 
who was born abroad, let alone not be a member 
of the light skinned natives. The three 
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interviewers must have taken a liking for me or 
there must have been a political agenda to follow 
— the political target of racial integration to look 
as not discriminating against people of ethnic 
minority. They must have concluded that here is a 
person who fills our bill of well-presented, good 
looking young man whose demeanour is more 
English than the English. And he speaks our 
language, the Queen’s English. | was offered the 
position of Assistant Tax collector with Her 
Majesty’s Inland Revenue. | was based in the 
Government Building offices in Strangeways. My 
parents received telephone calls at home from 
friends who had seen a report in the media about 
me being the first from ethnic minority to work 
for the Civil Service in Britain. The prefabricated 
offices were situated not far from the famous 
Strangeways prison in Manchester. Three months 
into this job then | requested leave to go to Kenya 
— and to the Army. | did not return. My chair and 
table in the office was declared vacant. 

THE second ‘first’ came in 1974. | was back in 
England and looking for employment. A friend 
gave me a newspaper cutting in which a famous 
entertainment company was looking for managers 
and assistant managers to manage their cinema 
theatres in London. | saw my name going down on 


To, Abajie with Love 271 


billboards in bright lights; | applied for the job 
with Granada Theatres. | was invited for an 
interview which was held in Wakefield, Yorkshire. 
A day trip there by train all expenses paid. | was 
offered the position of Assistant Manager for their 
theatres in London and Kent areas. As it happens, 
it was the first time ever in Britain that a person 
from ethnic minority born abroad was employed 
in any managerial position in the cinema circles. | 
moved to London. 


SOON after joining Granada Theatres, the film 
world started to change. With the advancement 
of technology the video recordings became 
popular which killed the cinema industry. The like 
of Granada Theatres and other big film showing 
companies started embracing Bingo operations, 
which was more lucrative. The cinema halls were 
threatened with closure or to undertake 
transformation to Bingo Clubs. Working in a 
gambling environment was not to my taste. 
Following my end with Granada Theatres in 1978, 
and with Lillie born in that year in Dartford, the 
decision was made to move back to Manchester 
to be near the families. When | had joined 
Granada Theatres | was interviewed by some of 
the newspapers to report about my appointment. 
One of them was Daily Jang (Urdu) newspaper. 
Attached below this papers article on me: 
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Translation of the newspaper column: 


LONDON 21 April (Jang reporter). 28 years old Mr 

Qamar-ul-Zaman is the first from ethnic minority 
who Granada Theatres has appointed as Assistant 
Manager in East Ham. Last year Mr Zaman was 
appointed Assistant Manager of the East Ham 
theatre and eight months after joining Granada 
Theatres, they were so happy with his work that in 
January this year they appointed him Manager of 
this theatre hall. All through the week Granada 
Theatres hold live shows where well known 
personalities appear live on stage. On Sundays 
Asian films are shown in this theatre. Mr Zaman 
came to this country in 1972 from Nairobi (Kenya), 


Newspaper cutting from Daily Jang, 1974, Urdu Daily paper. 
Granada Theatre, East Ham, London. 
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and after completing a business course he proved 
that anyone who is prepared to work hard cannot 

be stopped from achieving success. Young people 
like these from minority population can find jobs 
where previously the colour of their skin would be 
a hindrance. After completing his ‘A’ levels, Mr 
Zaman returned to Kenya where he joined the 
Kenya Air Force as a pilot. When limitations to 
progress were diminishing Mr Zaman returned to 
Britain in 1972. His parents were well settled in 
Kenya and Mr Zaman was also born in Kenya. In 
1964 Mr Zaman made a trip to India and Pakistan 
by sea, and he toured around in Pakistan and saw 
the country of his ancestors. 

Personal assessment 

BEING adventurous was like a disease. It was also 
like playing Russian roulette with my career and 
family life. In coming years after Lillie was born 
and with Mohammed and Az’ya arriving in my life 
| finally decided to settle down without indulging 
in adventurous escapades, therefore, going 
abroad or far away from home to earn a living had 
to be curtailed and eventually halted. The disease, 
thankfully, was now drained out my system. After 
fulfilling contractual obligations abroad and away 
from home, in 1989 | finally got a pensionable 
position with Greater Manchester Police in the 
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civilian sector as an Administration Officer, where 
| was hoping to carry on working until retirement. 
Along with the adventurous bug my suicidal 
bullets from the Russian roulette pistol were now 
exhausted. Unbeknown to me Shahnaz also 
carried a Russian roulette revolver with one bullet 
of her own. Not |, but she boldly pulled the trigger 
which metaphorically killed us all and brought 
about the demise of my family unit, with that title 
which is so common in UK, ‘Family from a broken 
home’. 


SO, continuing to survive in the United Kingdom, 
after a few adjustments, | was finally integrated. 
My relationship with my work colleagues was 
friendly, warm and amiable with mutual respect 
between us. | could handle their positivity and 
negativity with my own brand of return of the 
same so as to keep peace and harmony. 

IN spite of the mundane nature of office work all 
efforts were made to adapt to the working 
regime. If it allowed me to stay home with my 
adorable children, then so be it! My thoughts 
about my life with my _ children and _ the 
importance of time spent with them henceforth 
are the foundations of this book. 
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ON a personal level: My aspirations were high. 
Sadly, | have not yet achieved even the lowest 
level, so it seems. 

MY ambition was to become an Officer in the 
Kenyan Armed Forces. An Officer on whose 
shoulders rest the safety and security of the 
country and the lives of its citizens. There have 
been successes in my life but with all the failures, 
it is a blessing that | am not an Officer, as | have 
yet to make a correct major decision worthy of an 
Officer. 


Kenya Air force (1970) (Page 55) 


NO1S CADET COURSE. 
FULT. COTE. MACHARIA KIMANI KIM ARS 
HUSSEIN. KHAN. RAJPUT. WAMA nM ITD 





My young tennis partner, Asif. Manchester. (Page 50) 
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Notes: 


1) 


2) 


3) 


4) 


A.H.: The Hijri date is the Islamic 
calendar. It started in the moon year in 
which prophet Mohammed migrated 
from Makah to Medina in year 683 C.E. — 
Christian era. (Page 16) 


The unrelated topic was about ‘Lily the 
Black Bear’ in USA who had become an 
internet and television sensation. (Page 
28) 


Before this response and connection with 
Mohammed, Shahnaz (mother of my 
children) returned every gift that | sent to 
my children except cash. Another 
birthday gift worth mentioning, which | 
presented Shahnaz a few weeks before 
my eviction was a £650 (1991 price) 
dining table and chair set of mahogany 
effect. (Page 73) 


Shazia was born in December 1970. | 
clearly recollect this addition to the 
family as at the time | was in the Kenya 
Army barracks in Gilgil receiving 
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parachute jumping instructions. 


Incidentally Shazia’s twin daughters share 


the same date of birth as me (5th 


February) and her son shares the same 
date of birth as my brother Munir (13% 
February) (Page 171). 


5) Nanaji’s and Naniji’s children: (Page 91) 
Sons: 


Mamu Inayat m. Mami Zubaida. 


Mamu Khani m. Mami Ajaib. 


Mamu Rahmat 


Mamu Atta m. Mami Iqbal 


Mamu Khalil 


Mamu Jamil m. Mami Shahnaz Rani 


Daughters 


(Next pages) 
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Umiji (my mum Sugra) m. Abajie (my 
dad) Latif 





(early-1950s) 


Khala Rani (Sagira) m. Justice Saeed 
Cockar (Judge of Industrial Court and 
Kenya Tennis Champion 





(mid-1950s) 
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Khala Baby (Zohra) m. Dr Azam Fazal 





(early-1960s) 


6) Nanaji’s and Bari Naniji’s child: (Page 89) 


Daughter 
Khala Kaneez m. Mr Aziz Malik with 


their son, Paji Ghani 
(Paji Ghani, with his mother and father) 


oe iz (1935-6c) 


Paji Ghani, m. Bhabi Balkis. Rawalpindi (1960s) 








m. = married to 
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7) During the colonial period the address on the 
envelope included this marked significance that 
the East African countries were under the domain 
of the British Empire, thus, letters addressed to 
me, for example, would be as such: To, Mr. 
Mohammed Qamar, P.O. Box 1258, Nairobi. 
Kenya Colony. British East Africa. (Page 152) 


8) For a very sensible and valid reason of Family 
Unity, Islamic law does not permit an Imam or his 
representative to conduct a girl’s_nikha 
(solemnizing of Islamic marriage) without the 
presence or consent of a living father. Although in 
dire circumstances a father’s presence can be 
excluded. My exclusion was not justifiable in our 
case whatsoever. (Page 62) 


9) Shahnaz deceiving the world: To bless Lillie’s marriage Shahnaz 
had Nawaz, the convicted fraudster, than me in my home. 

I+r: Shahnaz, Rashid (Shahnaz’s eldest brother), Nawaz, other family 
members not known to me. Front: Lillie. 

Photo courtesy of Dar eles (Page =e) 








— 


reat 
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AS Lillie was the one who inspired the start of this 
journey delving deep into my memory bank, it is 
fitting that it also ends with her in the only 
befitting manner. This image below, in_ its 
maximum honesty, replicates the feeling of 
ultimate love that she declared for her father 
(Page 3 & 222) and here, her father’s love for her. 





The End 
XXXXXXXXXXXXX 


Not yet 
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fly Alltimate Wish 


'HOME is where heart is.’ A pun 
exemplifying peace and happiness; 
where one expects to be surrounded by 
love and tranquility. 





The only asset that is exclusively mine, 
on which no other person has any 
authority to dictate, is my body. It’s 
therefore my Hltimate Wish that in 
death, to achieve that peace and 
tranquility, my heart with or without the 
body, be buried in my home within this 
amazing universe - my beloved Kenpa. 


mquzr@yahoo.co.uk 


losmonti27@qmail.com 
Mot- UK. +44-77 O83 34269 
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To follow: 
1. Nanaji’s autobiography - Urdu and English 


2. ‘Great Rescuer’ ‘The Saviour’, Ms. K Din. 
Health Visitor and Psychiatric nurse by 
profession. 


3. My sister Rui; big heart, caring and 
considerate.( Photo Page 105) 


4. Myselfless brother Kamal; who took upon 
the very demanding challenges of full 
time care of our parents (Page 105). 


The other book by me; continuity of the second 
phase of my life involving the cult which was 
instrumental in the destruction my family: 


Epic Family Betrayal — Pandariman Scenario 
By Tayakenya Harambe 
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